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CHAPTER I. 



THE RIVALS. 



ANTOINE VERDIER is sitting in front 
of a large fire in the luxurious little 
drawing-room at Kensington ; on a table 
close to him are piled up books and periodi- 
cals in abundance, and for the last hour he 
has been toying with them, sipping the 
sweets here and there, as the bee culls 
honey from the flowers. Verdier, never a 
steady reader, seems more than usually de- 
sultory in his pursuit of knowledge on this 
particular evening. It is growing very late, 
but he does not show any signs of quitting 
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his present comfortable, though lonely 
quarters, for the more cheerful society of 
his club. He looks very dreamy and in- 
dolent as he lies there, his lithe limbs 
stretched out, his fair Vandyck-looking 
head reclining with true Sybarite luxurious, 
ness on a soft silken cushion. Only a few 
hours had elapsed since he had had that 
conversation with Poppy Gray which had 
served so much to calm his perturbed spirit, 
and he did not seem to care to go out 
among his fellows, lest he should hear any 
more aspersions cast at his love by such 
men as Seton Carruthers. No ; he would 
sit at home alone, and, true poet-painter 
that he was, revel for a while in his own 
imaginings. A jerky ring at the door-bell 
rouses him, however, from his recumbent 
attitude. 

'' Some wretched intruder coming to de- 
prive me of my peaceful solitude. What a 
curse it is to be so renommSj that you never 
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know what it is to be alone, * and fools rush 
in where angels fear to tread.' " 

The door opened, and Verdier's further 
vituperations were stopped by the informa- 
tion that a j'oung man wished very particu- 
larly to speak to him. 

" Show him in," he said, with a sort of 
tranquil resignation which did not promise 
a hearty welcome to the new-comer ; and 
then he sank down once more into his com- 
fortably-cushioned comer. 

"My name is Boycott, and 1 have 
brought you a note from Miss Gray," said 
his visitor, before Verdier had time to turn 
round and inspect him. 

With a start he rose from his seat, and 
his hand trembled perceptibly as he held it 
out for the missive. When he had read it, 
a low moan, as of pain, fell from his lips. 

" Good God ! can this be true ?" and he 

turned to Boycott, as though half hoping he 

would contradict it. 

B 2 
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For a moment the two men looked fixed- 
ly at each other with a mutual interest, but 
with very different sentiments glowing in 
their breasts. Verdier only saw Lil's friend, 
Ned Boycott, the brave-hearted, hard-work- 
ing boy, who had risen by honest industry 
to his present position, and in a happier 
hour he would have grasped him warmly 
by the hand, and bid him welcome as a 
brother ; while Boycott surveyed the hand- 
some young foreigner with no such kindly 
feelings. Like many men of his class, he 
viewed all gentlemen with suspicion, and in 
his own mind had at once connected hiin. 
with LiVs mysterious disappearance. Miss 
Gray had smiled when he had. made this 
idea of his known to her, but she had not 
sought to eradicate it; she had only sent 
him off at once with a note to Verdier, tell- 
ing him what had happened, and asking 
him to help in the search, which should be 
instituted without delay. As Ned stood 
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and looked at the young painter, he felt his 
doubts gradually fade away ; there was a 
something about him which forced him to 
believe in his loyalty and truth, and he held 
out his broad, brown hand to him, and 
murmured a few words about being for- 
given. 

** No offence, my good fellow," said Ver- 
dier, imagining, in his ignorance of Ned's 
darker meaning, that his pardon was being 
asked for the presumption ; " sit down." 
And he pushed forward a cushioned chair ; 
but Ned still remained standing. Amid 
such luxurious appointments he felt any- 
thing but at home. 

" Boycott," continued Verdier, putting his 
hand on his shoulder, " I have wanted to 
make your acquaintance for her sake ; but 
you have sought me out in a dark hour. 
Would to heaven I had never seen that 
bright-eyed Lili !" 

Ned looked at him in astonishment. 
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" How has she injured you ?" he asked 
simply. " I thought she loved you." 

^' For heaven's sake, don't mock me, man I 
Where is she now ?" 

" If I knew," answered Ned bluntly, " I 
should not be here asking you to help in 
the search for her." 

'' I help in the search 1 For what do you 
take me. Boycott ? If she have preferred 
this other man to me, by all means let her 
go with him. I shall suflfer, I daresay, but 
I shall be silent." 

" If Lil has gone off with another man, it 
is against her will," replied Ned. " I have 
heard a good deal of this story about Major 
Carruthers from Miss Gray and one or two 
others, but I don't believe a word of it, as 
far as Lil is concerned ; and if I could un- 
earth the fellow, I'd duck him in a horse- 
pond for meddling with her." 

Verdier smiled sadly. 

** Be her champion, my good Boycott — it 
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is your right ; if you loved Lil as T do you 
would be more inclined to let her choose 
her own lot" 

*' If I loved her ! " echoed Ned, while 
the tears rose into his honest eyes, and a 
choking lump came up into his throat, — 

" if I loved her Well, we won't speak 

of my love by the side of yours. I am only 
a poor working man ; you are a gentleman. 
Feelings probably differ according to class. 
I don't know how to measure yours ; but 
what I do know is that I love that lass bet- 
ter than my own life ; and yet, if I saw her 
devoting her young warm heart to another 
who returned her affection with honesty, I 
would hold out my hand to him as I did to 
you just now; but if I thought she was 
being made a victim of by a blackguardly 
scoundrel, I'd track him through the world 
till I had had my vengeance on him." 

" And get no thanks but her scorn," said 
Verdier. "No, my dear Boycott; a girl 
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possessing the amount of beauty the gods 
have bestowed on Mademoiselle Lili is sure 
to have plenty of lovers. In this free 
country, in this free age, it is for her to 
choose whom she prefers from amongst 
them ; if she have made her selection, why, 
because I am disappointed and wotmded, 
should I attempt to interfere P It would be 
simply the act of a maniac for me to rush 
frantically off and try to bring this girl back, 
and I wonder that Miss Gray should suggest 
such a thing." 

'* But what proof have you that she has 
gone with this Carruthers ?" 

"The circumstantial evidence is pretty 
strong," said Verdier, shrugging his shoul- 
ders. "Miss Gray spent an hour to-day 
tr5dng to make me disbelieve in it^ and she 
almost succeeded ; but now, what other can 
I think ? Lili refused to accept my love, 
without giving me any reason, save some 
mystery connected with Carruthers's name, 
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and now you say she has disappeared alto- 
gether, I do not see what different construc- 
tion could be put on the story." 

Ned Boycott hung his head, and thought 
for a second ; then he looked up at Verdier. 

" There has been foul play somewhere," 
he said. "Nothing will make me believe 
that Lil, of her own free will, has done this 
thing. Am I to understand that you refuse 
to assist in looking for her ?" 

" My pride and my honour alike forbid 
it," said Verdier, sadly. 

"Then, good evening, sir, for I cannot 
waste the precious time talking here any 
longer. The pride and the honour of gen- 
tlemen are commodities which, thank heaven, 
will not keep me from exerting myself when 
the lass is in danger." 

And, without any further word of parley, 
Ned Boycott was gone, to search through 
the long night of darkness for the missing 
Lil, wandering vainly from police-station to 
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police-station, asking the information no one 
could give him, and promising himself that 
with the morning light he would go to the 
hospitals, for that some accident must have 
befallen her was poor Ned's fixed idea. 
Yet Ned, though in his own mind he was 
very severe on Verdier for his pride and in- 
activity, was perhaps scarcely so much to be 
pitied as he. They both loved Lil, but 
while the one believed firmly in her, the 
other doubted her, and what a hell of tor- 
ment suspicion of a loved one brings to the 
breast of man, only those who have felt its 
fire can ever know. Could Ned have seen 
Antoine Verdier as he kept watch through 
the silent hours of that weary night, alone, 
with no companion but his own torturing 
thoughts, he would have had more fellow- 
feeling with the handsome young painter, 
who loved with all the strength of his im- 
passioned nature, but whose delicate organi- 
zation revolted at the idea of seeking to win 
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her back, if she could prefer another's love 
to his. 

When, at last, morning broke, and the 
first cold rays of the Winter sun penetrated 
through the curtained windows, Verdier still 
sat there, with dark shadows on his face, and 
black lines round his laughing eyes. That 
night of watching had told more on him 
than many a night of revel would have done. 
It was but the wreck of ** Beauty Verdier," 
who at last rose to let in air and light from 
the outer world ; then he walked into his 
atelier, and after taking a mournful survey 
of its contents, he left it again, locked the 
door, dropped the key into his pocket, and 
sat down by the fire once more. The 
servant came at last to know if his master 
would not have some breakfast; he was 
used to Verdier's eccentric habits and strange 
hours, but nevertheless he considered it his 
duty to look after him; and as the day was 
already creeping on, he began to fear lest 
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he might be ill ; nor were his suspicions re- 
moved when he saw him, and heard the 
hollow tones of his voice as he answered : 

" Breakfast ! No ; bring me a brandy 
and soda, and pack up my things at once. 
You and I are going abroad by the night 
mail." 

The man stared at him aghast, but he saw 
his master was in no mood to be questioned, 
so he obeyed his orders silently. And 
during the whole day Verdier, who had de- 
sired that no one should be admitted, lay 
motionless among his silken cushions— a 
breathing statue of a wounded Adonis, suf- 
fering silently from a severe heart-stab, too 
poignant to admit of touch or friction. At 
last, when night came again, and the valise 
was packed, and the rain, which had kept 
off all day, was beginning to pour down in 
torrents, he roused himself somewhat from 
his lethargy, pretended to play with the 
dinner his man had brought him unordered, 
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wrapped himself in a large Spanish cloak, 
pulled a travelling-cap well down over his 
haggard brows, and leaving no sign behind, 
save one line to Poppy Gray, started for the 
Continent. 
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CHAPTER IL 



KTONAPPBD. 



THRIVING along the road from Hyde 
-*-^ Park corner through Kensington, 
with its quaint palatial residence, Hammer- 
smith, with its busy Broadway, Chiswick, 
with its once renowned Horticultural 
Gardens, you at last come to a dreary-look- 
ing, tumble-down villa, which stands by 
itself in its own neglected grounds. A 
surly-looking man and his wife are the only 
visible inmates, though the story current in 
the neighbourhood is, that the owner of the 
place is a maniac, and that he is kept there 
under bolt and bar, with the two repulsive- 
looking domestics for keepers. Anyhow, he 
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is never seen, and as the two worthies who 
dwell in the kitchens have but little com- 
munication with their neighbours, save that 
which is necessary to obtain sustenance, no- 
thing is known of the internal workings of 
that strange establishment, and no one 
interferes. Occasionally a carriage, which 
they have been told is the doctor's, is seen 
at the door, so the good people about are 
satisfied that all is right if the individuals 
concerned are acting under that all-powerful 
mandate — a doctors certificate. Inside the 
house there is even less comfort than with- 
out — the once elegant furniture is moth- 
eaten, broken, mouldering to decay; every 
window is supplied with heavy iron bars — ^in 
fact, there is altogether a sort of amateur 
prison-look about the place which is very 
depressing and alarming. Everything, too, is 
mysteriously quiet ; the keeper and his wife 
seldom speak, save in low tones, and wander 
about the house in list shoes, as though they 
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were afraid of awaking the echoes from 
those old walls. 

In one of the upper rooms of this deso- 
late abode, seated, rocking herself impatient- 
ly before a wretched fire, the last embers of 
which are glimmering in the grate — is Lil. 
She has walked round und round that 
dismal room many times that day, tried the 
door vainly, looked at the heavily-secured 
window, feeling that the chance of instant 
death by jumping into the garden below 
were better than her present prison; and 
then she sat down again to rave and fume 
and fret, believing that vain were all her 
efforts at escape. If she could only get 
some means, she thought, of communicating 
with Miss Gray or her other friends I — for 
how will they ever trace her here ? — though 
that they will make ceaseless efforts to find 
her, she feels very sure. For three days 
she has been in this cheerless dwelling, and 
has now been for many hours alone, the 
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deep silence only being broken at intervals 
by the howls and shrieks of the poor 
maniac who has been confined m the room 
beneath her. The key, however, at last 
turns in the rusty lock, and Mrs. Daly enters, 
carefully re-locking the door after her. 

" Well, are you glad to see me, child ?" 
she says, as she seats herself in a chair dose 
to Lil. 

" I would rather be alone, than have you 
for a companion." 

"Oh, if the poppety-woppety is going to 
be cross with its poor old mother, she won't 
tfell it anything." And she put out her arms 
as though to embrace the girl. 

" Get away, Mrs. Daly ; you're drunk — 
leave me alone. Only, tell me how long I 
am to remain in this prison, and why I have 
been taken away from my friends?" 

" That you may bide with truer friends 
than them new-fangled ones you have taken 
up with, lately, my lovey. Ah I I knew, 
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sooner or later, you would come back to 
your poor old mother." 

" Do stop that humbug, ari^d talk sense, if 
you can," said Lil. ^' Where have you been 
all day ?" 

" Getting orders, my pet, from my master 
and yours. He'll be here presently to see 
you, dearie." 

"Will he?" answered Lil, fiercely; "I 
suppose you mean old Forster. I wonder 
if I shall succeed in killing him, Mrs. Daly ? 
— for I mean to try ; and I don't even think 
it would be wicked, after what he has done 
to me !" 

"Lord love ye, child, don'tee talk like 
that ; why, isn't he going to make a real lady 
of you, give you plenty of money, silks and 
satins, and lots of beautiful things. Don't 
ever think of killing him ; why, you would 
lose 'em all." 

" Of course I cannot expect you to under- 
stand my motives — how should you ? but I 
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tell you, woman, there will be murder. If 
ho other way offers, I will kill myself or 
him, for I will never become Samuel Forster's 
wife. Do you comprehend that ?" 

" You always did rant and grow theatrical 
when you was a much littler gal than you 
are now; them words don't alarm me 
much." 

And Mrs. Daly sat back in her chair and 
smiled blandly. 

" Mother Daly," said Lil, looking at her 
fixedly, " did I ever swear I wouldn't do a 
. thing, and then do it after all ?" 

" Well, no, I can't say as ever you did ; 
you were always a bit of a Tartar." 

" Then you may depend on it I shall keep 
my word now. This is a free country, Mrs. 
Daly, an enlightened age, and it is absurd to 
imagine that I am going to be forced into 
any marriage against my will. You and Mr. 
Forster may think you have the law on your 
side; but rest assured, before I submit to 

c 2 
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this, I shall take it into my own hands/' 

** You blessed innocent, ain't I your natural 
protector, and don't I give my consent to 
this marriage, with all my heart. You ain't 
of age, my beauty — you must obey." 

"Don't talk nonsense, Mrs. Daly, but just 
be honest for once, and tell me why all this 
fuss is being made about me. You don't 
imagine that I am such a fool as to suppose 
that crafty old Forster would risk so much 
simply to marry Lil Daly ; no, no, he has 
found out something which he thinks will 
make his alliance with me worth his while 
to effect, at any price." 

Mrs. Daly began to laugh. 

" You're a rare 'cute one, but there is such 
a thing as being too 'cute, my poppet. You've 
only to look at your pretty face in that 
glass, and you should know why Mr. Forster 
wants you to be his wife. I wasn't plain- 
headed myself as a gal — perhaps he sees some 
resemblance." 
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Lil looked at her scornfully, and did not 
vouchsafe an answer, but she sat thinking 
silently for some minutes. 

*' I wonder what Mr. Forster is going to 
pay you," at last she said ; '* he is a mean old 
screw, he'll do you if he can. Go and pay 
Miss Gray a visit to-morrow, and see if she 
won't make it more worth your while to let 
me go." 

" Between two stools you break the small 
of your back," answered Mrs. Daly sententi- 
ously. " I shall do nothing of the kind." 

"What a wretch you are!" said Lil, looking 
at her with contempt very strongly portray- 
ed on her expressive face. " Mrs. Daly, ii 
ever a woman deserved hanging, you do. I 
wonder if there was ever a green spot in 
your life. Does it never strike you that it 
is bad enough to be wicked yourself, but to 
seek to drag another down with you into the 
bottomless pit, as you would drag me now, 
is doubly damned." 
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" Don'tee, don'tee, child ! You do get so 
rampageous like with them big words, you 
frighten old mother, and the drink is the 
only comfort." 

" So I should fancy," answered Lil ; " have 
some by all means, and perhaps it will quiet 
your conscience. Considering, too, that I 
have had nothing to eat since breakfast, and 
it is now nearly dark, suppose you get me 
some food." 

" Lord love the lamb ! have they forgot- 
ten its dinner while mother was out ? But 
that poor gentleman below has been that 
owdacious this whole blessed day, no won- 
der they forget my child. How they can 
stay alone in the house with him I can't 
think." 

'' No doubt Mr. Forster pays them, as he 
does you. That poor man is probably some 
victim law and equity have driven mad. 
But never mind him now ; go and get me 
something to eat, and let us make putselves 



L I L. 23 

as comfortable as drcumstances will permit. 
A hot grog, too, will do you good, after 
being out all day." 

" Them folks below is teetotallers," said 
Mrs. Daly mysteriously, drawing, meanwhile, 
a flat bottle containing gin from a pocket 
which she wore underneath her dress. 

" Oh ! I see ;" and Lil was forced to 
laugh, in spite of her wretchedness. " Set 
a thief to catch a thief. Samuel Forster is 
a wary old fox." 

In the course of about half an hour a 
rough, ill-cooked repast was put on the 
table, of which Lil partook without dainti- 
ness, hunger being as ever the best sauce. 
She was more genial and civil in her rela- 
tions with Mrs. Daly than she had been 
since her incarceration in that drear abode ; 
and the old woman became more and more 
affectionate and maudlin in her talk as Lil 
plied her with gin. But, notwithstanding 
the kinder and more subdued manney 
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which the girl had assumed, there was a 
resolute look in her large eyes, and an ex- 
cited flush on her generally pale face ; she 
was about to make one determined effort at 
escape, and she listened anxiously for every 
sound, fearful lest Samuel Forster's expected 
arrival should take place before Mrs. Daly 
was sufficiently drunk for her to possess her- 
self of the key of the room. Those long, 
incoherent stories which she would tell as 
she sipped the potent liquor — would they 
never end ? — would insensibility and stupor 
never come? If Sam Forster should ar- 
rive at this juncture, Lils hope of escape 
was farther off than ever, for, having seen 
for himself Mrs. Daly's incapable condition, 
he would be certain to make other and 
more stringent arrangements for the safety 
of his prisoner in the future. 

At last the old hag's words dwindled into 
mere sounds, her head fell heavily on the 
table, and her slow, stertorous breathing 
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was all that was heard Id that dismal room. 
Lil looked at her for a moment with an ex- 
pression of contempt mingled with pity ; 
then she snatched up hurriedly the shabby- 
genteel bonnet which had been thrown on a 
chair, wrapped the woman's snuffy shawl 
about her shoulders, and, having with little 
diflGlculty taken the key from her pocket, in 
another moment she was on the stairs, the 
gaoler in her turn playing the part of the 
prisoner. All was darkness in that drear 
old house, and as she felt her way down the 
staircase, which would creak, notwithstand- 
ing the lightness of her tread, she did not 
hear a sound save the moans of the poor 
maniac who was shut up on the first floor. 
Arrived in the passage, her greatest diffi- 
culty arose from the pitchy darkness; she 
scarcely knew where to find the door, or 
how it would be possible to succeed in 
noiselessly unfastening the numerous bolts 
and bars by which she felt sure it was se- 
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cured. While she was groping along, striv- 
ing to accustom her eyes to that almost im- 
penetrable gloom, a sharp ring at the outer 
bell startled the echoes of that silent house, 
and made poor Lil's heart nearly cease to 
beat as she felt that her chance of escape 
was almost passing beyond her reach. But 
wits sharpened in alleys are keen and not 
easily suppressed. A faint flickering light, 
which came slowly up the kitchen stairs as 
the noiseless Cerberus advanced to open the 
door to his master, showed Lil that she had 
entirely mistaken the geography of the 
house — that she was standing nowhere near 
the outer door, but in a sort of inner pass- 
age, opening into which there seemed to 
be several rooms. In her desperation she 
dashed recklessly at the nearest door; 
it was unlocked — then they were not 
all cells. She entered, and hid her- 
self carefully till the light and the new- 
comer, who she doubted not was Samuel 
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Forster, should have passed upstairs ; then 
she would trust to luck for the next ven- 
ture. She heard the rusty bolts slowly 
withdrawn, and the unoiled door grate 
noisily back on its hinges. 

" Well, Thomas, how are you ? Estab- 
lishment going on all right?" asked the 
unctuous tones of the little lawyer. 

" I suppose so," drawled the man ; " but 
it is evil work. I'm a most tired of my 
share in it. That poor madman's cries 
never cease ringing in ray ears day and 
night, and as for that purty young creature 
upstairs, I should like to know, sir, what 
you be a-going to do with her ?" 

"Marry her, my good Thomas — marry 
her !" 

"The Lord help her I" answered Thomas, 
fervently. " She'd better be shut up here 
till she is quite mad, like him. Marry her ! 
Then that there drunken woman ain't her 
mother, after all ?" 
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''Thomas, I allow you a good deal of 
liberty, as a confidential servant ; but be 
careful, my good man, be careful — do not 
go too far. I hope you have obeyed my 
orders, and kept the drink from Mrs. Daly?" 

" She's had no liquor o' my finding," said 
the man surlily. " But, I say, master, when 
is all this to end ? I'm well-nigh a-weary 
of it all; the prison you saved me from 
were better than this here life, and I never 
bargained to be a slave for ever." 

*' Patience, good Thomas, patience! When 
I marry that young lady you shall be re- 
compensed largely, and have the small 
farm I promised you." 

" More blood-money," muttered the man, 
as he proceeded to light his master upstairs ; 
'' them as think to rise on other people's 
destruction never thrive." 

They passed close to where Lil was 
standing — so close that, had they not been 
talking, they might almost have heard her 
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breathe. Before they had turned the angle 
in the stairs, she was in the hall onoe more. 
They had omitted to bolt the door after 
them ; as it was, though, it required all her 
eflforts to open it — ^from disuse and age it was 
so heavy and difficult to move. However, she 
succeeded, and dragging it to after her as 
quietly as possible, she stood for a moment 
and faced the cold wintry blast as it blew 
across the common, while she considered 
what her next move should be. 

" In five minutes at the most there will 
be a hue and cry," she said to herself, " and 
in the dark that open common is a danger- 
ous place, especially as I am not very sure 
that I know the way back to town. I don't 
think old Thomas will be very energetic in 
the search — he is more of a friend than I 
had imagined ; but little Samuel is good for 
a run. It is best to be on the safe side." 

So, with a coolness for which she pro- 
bably had to thank her rough beginnings, 
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she walked a few paces round to the side of 
the house, and sat down to watch proceed- 
ings in an old tumble-down shed. " They 
will not look for me so near home," she 
muttered. And she was right. A few 
seconds only had elapsed, when Samuel 
Forster, with old Thomas and his wife, ar- 
rived in full flustration on the doorstep. 
The little man was swearing volubly, cursing 
Thomas for his carelessness, and Mrs. Daly 
for her drunkenness, in language which 
made Lil shudder as she sat in her hiding- 
place and listened. 

" How ever she got out I can't think ; any- 
how she can't have got more than half an 
hour's start^ — Mrs. Daly took her food up 
not half an hour ago. Wouldn't it be best 
to go after her ?" suggested Thomas, meekly. 

" Half an hour's start to a girl like that ! 
' — why, she's in London by this time ; she's 
the devil for sharpness !" said Forster, beside 
himself with fury. " I should like to 
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Btrangle you all for your d d want of 

foresight 1 You * don't know what this 
night's work may cost me. Here, come on, 
quickly, Thomas, to the next livery-stable — 
our only chance is to reach town before her. 
I know her haunts pretty well, and who 
the people are she will seek. Come on, 
both of you ; I daresay Mrs. Thomas will 
be useful to watch. Let the drunken wo- 
man and the maniac look after each other 
for this night. If I had only got a license, 
and married that cursed girl at once — what 
a fool I was 1" 

And Lil sat quietly on, and chuckled to 
herself. With her natural love of vaga- 
bondage and adventure, she rather enjoyed 
this little episode, now that she felt compara- 
tively free from danger. 

"I don't believe any man, though that 
man be Samuel Forster himself, can touch a 
woman in 'cuteness," she said, as, after some 
little time, she rose, and gathering herself 
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together in Mrs, Daly's habiliments, pre- 
pared to start on her dreary walk to town. 

But lil had not seen the last of her ene- 
mies, for, after a brisk walk across the com- 
mon in what she guessed and hoped was the 
right direction, she arrived at some livery- 
stables, just in time to see a fly drive off 
with its freight of worthies. 

" All on the right road,'* thought Lil ; and 
she plodded on, feeling neither fatigue nor 
cold in her delight at being once more free. 
She felt in her pocket, but the dainty little 
purse in which more than one piece of gold 
had glittered when she left Miss Gray's, was 
no longer there — it was scarcely likely that 
Mrs. Daly would resist the temptation of 
appropriating the girl's money — so Lil felt 
that there was nothing for it but to walk, 
especially, too, as she was half afraid of 
being questioned; her prettily-made dark 
silk dress was so out of keeping with the 
garments borrowed from Mrs. Daly, that she 
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feared lest their incongruity might suggest 
the idea of a run-away. It was not so very far 
to London, she hoped, though poor Lil had 
a very indistinct notion of her whereabouts ; 
but as pluck and courage were not wanting, 
her ignorance did not trouble her much. 

" I am glad I heard that conversation at 
the door," thought Lil, " or I should have 
gone straight to Miss Gray's, and have been 
caught on the very threshold. Mr. Brown's 
and Ned's — ^those are my haunts, as you 
call them. I think I see you three worthies 
watching outside their respective doors for 
me. I shall be a long time coming, so wrap 
up well, for it is a preciously cold night 1" 
And she laughed, and trotted quickly on. 

The old street-days seemed to have come 
back again ; the instincts of childhood were 
thoroughly revived, and, forgetful for a 
time, at least, of the age of refinement 
which had succeeded them, she faced un- 
flinchingly her adventure. Once arrived 
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amid the brilliantly-lighted shops in Ham* 
mersmith Broadway, Lil was quite happy ; 
now she knew where she was, and she 
trudged on with no misgiving at her heart 
as to the issue of the night s long walk. 
What harm could come to her, now that 
she had got clear of old Forster and his 
crew of evil spirits ? 
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CHAPTER III. 



NOT FOR HIM. 



" QjO you are one of those individuals 
^ afficted with that rabid disease, the 
Education mania, are you ? Upon my life, 1 
cannot see any advantage which can possibly 
arise from so much learning. We have done 
for a good many centuries without it; our 
fathers and forefathers did very well, and 
where was education in their days ?" 

Ned Boycott smiled as these remarks were 
addressed to him by Mr. Felton, whom he 
had visited at Lil's request, partly to persuade 
him to send little Jack to school, but also 

4 

to see if he could assist him with any clue 
as to that young woman's present where- 
abouts. 

02 
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" Did you ever hear," he replied, " of 
John Wilkes' answer, when asked by some 
one where his religion was before Luther. 
' Did you wash your face this morning ?' in- 

■ 

quired the facetious alderman. ' I did, sir.* 
'Then where was your face before it was 
washed?' So it is with education — the making 
of many a bright useful man has been lost 
through the dirt and rubbish which have 
smothered his intelligence." 

" So you would educate everyone for the 
chance of alighting on a genius here and 
there ?" asked the painter. 

" Genius always asserts itself, it wants no 
looking for," answered Ned ; " but I would 
educate everyone, in order to improve the 
tone and moral standard of the country. 
From mere mechanical drudges I would 
change the lower classes into an enlightened, 
earnest population. The more a man knows, 
rest very sure the better will his work be 
done, whatever it may be." 
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" Pooh, pooh, my dear sir, these are mere 
Utopian schemes, which sound very well in 
theory, but are simply impossible in practice. 
If the whole world is to be set book-reading, 
why, there will be no time left for other 
duties. I don't hold with too much learn- 
ing. You may depend on it that God is no 
lover of equality, and that the strong desire 
which exists in the present day to equalise, 
both in rights and knowledge, the peasant 
and the gentleman, is worse than a mistake, 
it is sin, and will tend to the happiness of 
neither the one class nor the other." 

*' I am sorry to find you are such an enemy 
to progress," said Ned. 

"Don't mistake me — progress is one thing, 
the levelling system is another. The few 
bright stars which have risen from the lower 
walks of life are ornaments to that sphere 
in which they now dwell ; but because the 
Creator has placed gifted beings in every 
class, is no reason why we should all be 
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dragged down to one level. Youf «o-called 
progress to me is simply retrogressioa. I 
hate these new fangles ; give me the old con- 
servative days, when the nobles were nobles 
indeed, and had not to dispute every inch of 
the soil with wretched parvenus. England, 
with all her so-called progress, is not the 
country she was." 

" Because she has not progressed far 
enough ; as yet she has only been playing 
with reform, and has let the new country 
outstrip her. But you, Mr. Felton, even with 
your strictly conservative principles, surely 
do not think it right that that boy of yours 
should pass through life without any educa- 
tion, but what he may pick up in a desultory 
sort of fashion." 

"My boy," said Mr. Felton, growing 
pompous, as he always did when he thought 
of his wrongs — "my boy is of gentle lineage, 
and though poverty has struck me down, I 
cannot allow him to associate with fellows 
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whose habits and tastes are not those of 
gentlemen ; and for this I cannot afford to 
pay." 

" But it is ruin and destruction to your 
child to leave him thus in darkness and 
idleness. What do you mean eventually to 
do with him ?" 

" The boy is sharp enough ; an opening 
will come ; he is too young as yet to talk of 
his future. That sweet young lady pro- 
mised him some books ; but she has not 
been here for days. I am afraid she must 
be ill." 

" Then you do not know what has hap- 
pened?" said Ned; and he proceeded to 
give the account of Lil's mysterious disap- 
pearance. 

Jack Felton started to his feet with an 
energy of which he had scarcely seemed 
capable. 

** I would strangle the man who has 
wronged her !" 
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" Yes, if you only knew where to find 
either him or her/' answered Ned wearily. 

He was well-nigh worn out in his hopeless , 
endeavours to find her ; for, having already 
discovered that Carruthers had nothing 
whatever to do with Lil's sudden departure, 
he was more at a loss than ever to conjec- 
ture what might have become of her, but 
had nevertheless devoted every moment 
that he could spare from his school-duties 
to the search. Miss Gray, too, had never 
flagged in her inquiries; but Mr. Fors- 
ter was about the last man anyone had 
suspected. He had not disappeared — on 
the contrary, he had put himself consider- 
able en hidence ; neither had Mrs. Daly, to 
all appearance, left the black alley — she 
went in and out much as usual, for her 
movements had always been rather erratic. 

The conversation between Ned and Mr. 
Felton had been a tSte-a-teie one, for the 
evening was growing somewhat late, and 
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Mrs. Felton and the pretty Ella were in the 
inner room, preparing the younger children 
for bed. They both, however, rushed in, 
in a state of consternation, on a summons 
from Mr. Felton, to come and hear the evil 
tidings Boycott had brought; and very 
gratifying it was to poor Ned to see the 
love for and readiness to serve Lil which 
were displayed by the whole family ; even 
little Jack came creeping out of bed with 
the tears in his eyes, to ask what had hap: 
pened to the pretty lady. But quietude and 
order were finally re-established; the children 
were tucked up for the night, and the two 
Feltons, with their little daughter Ella, sat 
by the fire talking to Ned, while conjecture 
after conjecture passed quickly round as to 
why and where the girl could possibly have 
gone. They are so deeply engaged in con- 
versation that they do not hear a quick step 
coming up the uncarpeted stairs, but are 
startled by a loud sharp rap at the door of 
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the room. Before, however, any one has 
time to answer it, it opens, and Lil herself 
stands before them ; and such a quaint, 
strange figure she looked, attired in Mrs. 
Daly's tawdry finery, with numerous stream- 
ers of dirty blue riband hanging round her 
pretty head, that for a second they did not 
recognise her. She threw the bonnet on 
the floor with a jerk, and shook back her 
head in the old impatient fashion. 

"You here, NedT she said; "this is 
luck! Oh, give me a chair — I am so 
tired !" 

" Lil, lass, my own beautiful !" cried Ned, 
almost beside himself with joy. " Heaven 
be praised that you have come back to us ! 
Where have you been, my bonnie one?" 
And Ned scampered about, and behaved 
like one drunken in his excitement and de- 
light ; while Mrs. Felton and Ella busied 
themselves over the almost exhausted girl, 
and Jack ran for the brandy-bottle, think- 
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ing, man-like, that in all cases of emergency 
there is nothing like aqua vitce. And Lil 
sat for a moment or two and looked at them 
in a bewildered sort of wav ; the re-action 
of finding herself safe at last, after her ex- 
citing escape, and the fatigue of her long 
dreary walk, had produced a sort of tem- 
porary apathy. In a few seconds, however, 
her naturally buoyant, energetic tempera- 
ment re-asserted itself; the absurdity of the 
situation struck her from the comic aspect 
which there is to every picture, however 
serious or grave, and she began to laugh 
heartily. 

" Poor old Ned I So you never expected 
to see me again, eh, my boy? Waifs and 
strays like me don't sink easily — I've risen 
to the surface once more, you see, but it was 
a struggle, nevertheless." 

" Where have you been ?" they all asked, 
in chorus. 

" Kidnapped by old Forster, and locked 



44 L I L. 

up in an out-of-the-way house, with that old 
hag, Mother Daly. Wherefore, the Lord 
only knows ; but the old sinner took it into 
his head that, nolens volens, I was to marry 
him." 

" But old Forster has been pretending to 
look for you ; and I saw Mrs. Daly only 
yesterday, and she wept over your loss." 

"All done to hoodwink you, my dear 
Ned. Oh 1 they're a rare pair, but I flatter 
myself I'm a match for them I" And Lil 
lay back in the comfortable chair in which 
they had placed her, and laughed again. 
" I tell you what it is, padrone,'' she said, 
addressing Mr. Felton, " you shall take my 
portrait in that queer old bonnet, in remem- 
brance of this night's flight." 

" My dear Lil," . suggested Ned, "do be 
serious for a few minutes, and tell us how 
all this came about." 

" Serious, Ned ! — why, if I were not so 
tired, I would get up and dance, I feel so 
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delighted at having made my escape from 
those people! That is right, Mrs. Felton, 
make me a nice cup of tea, and then you 
shall hear all about it, for there is a good 
deal still to be done — and, Ned, you will 
have to go and tell Miss Gray." 

*'WhatI did you come here before you 
went to Miss Gray — or is she away from 
home ?" asked Mr. Felton, looking surprised. 

"You are about the only friends I have 
whose existence is unknown to old Forster. 
I bet anything, if Ned will go round to Miss 
Gray's, he will find that vile little man of 
law watching the house, in the hope of 
trapping me on ray arrival — so I just dodged 
him, and came here. I knew Mrs. Felton 
would give me a lodging." 

The kindly woman put her arms round 
the girl, and kissed her. 

" Now," continued Lil, " I see Ned is all 
impatience to know how those people got 
hold of me. To tell you the truth, I am 
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rather ashamed of it, for, if I had not been 
an unsuspecting fool, I should not have 
been caught. You remember, Ned, I went 
from you to call on Mrs. Bennett. Well, I 
had it out with her ; and rare fun it was 1 — 
the idea of her father marrying a pauper 
chit like me was gall and wormwood to her, 
but I am not sure she was not more angry 
still when she found I wished to decline the 
honour. Human nature is full of contradic- 
tions, and I was just composing a neat little 
theme to myself on that text, as I walked 
back to the school-house, when my medita- 
tions were interrupted by an unexpected 
meeting with old Forster himself. He 
looked very grave and subdued, and said he 
supposed, as I wore such a cheerful expres- 
sion, I had not heard of the sad thing 
which had befallen. I immediately conjured 
up every horror under the sun, and could 
have shaken the little man, he was so long 
before he would tell me what it really was. 
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At last he informed me that Mrs. Daly, in 
ene of her fits of drunkenness, had fallen 
down in the street, and been severely 
injured. * What is Mrs. Daly to me ?' 
I said. ^ I am sure I should not much 
care if she were dead ;' but I had hardly 
uttered the words, when I felt considerably 
ashamed of them ; they were not in accord- 
ance, I felt, with Miss Gray's broad Christian 
teaching. *She is asking for you,' he said ; 

* and who knows but she may die ? And 
though you cannot be expected to have 
much affection for her, yet the secret which 
she may carry with her out of the world, it 
might be worth your while to hear before 
she makes her final exit. I have been to 
Miss Gray's to look for you, but she told 
me you were passing the day down East.' 
*Miss Gray sent you after me,' I inquired, 

* to tell me to go and see Mrs. Daly ?' He 
confirmed the idea readily ; but 1 have since 
discovered that it was false. The little brute 
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had watched me from Miss Gray's, but had 
not dared to go near that lady. I must say 
I thought the tale a queer one ; yet, after 
all, it was not so very improbable. How- 
ever, for a moment I demurred, and said I 
would come for you, Ned, to accompany me. 
* She may be dead if we delay,' he persisted. 
*I will send a messenger to Boycott to 
account for your absence. Do take the 
advice of a friend, and come at once.' 
Ah ! I see, you can scarcely believe that 
Lil, of the black alley, could have been so 
easily imposed on ; but no one is wise at all 
times. In another two minutes I was seated 
in a cab with the little lawyer, and was 
driven all through London, as it seemed to 
me, and miles beyond. I expostulated that 
Mrs. Daly had never lived in those parts, to 
my knowledge ; but was told that she was 
visiting some friends when the accident had 
happened, and was therefore taken to their 
home. At last we arrived at a drear v-look- 
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ing old house in the outskirts, and I had no 
sooner crossed the threshold than I found 
how bitterly I had been deceived. I was 
conducted to an upper room, but there was 
no Mrs. Daly there ; and before I had time 
to turn round, I was locked in. Some two 
or three hours later the old hag did arrive, 
but perfectly hale and well— ^no accident of 
any sort had happened to her ; and from 
her I learnt the meaning of what she called 
*this pretty dodge.' The sneaking little 
beast had determined that, cost what it 
might, he would have me for a wife ; but 
he has not got me yet; and here I am. 
Hurrah I" And she threw up the old bon- 
net which lay beside her, and caught it 
again in an exuberant flow of spirits. " Ned, 
old boy, don't look so grave," she said, as 
she saw on his face an expression of any- 
thing but amusement over her past experii 
ences; "it is all in life's work; and an 
adventure more or less is no matter. You 

VOL. III. E 



50 LIL. 

go off to Miss Gray at once, there's a dear 
fellow, and tell her the whole story ; but be 
careful, for either old Forster, or one of his 
creatures, will be prowling about the door/' 

Ned started off, glad to be the bearer of 
such good news; and, arrived at Miss 
Gray's door, he was at once sensible of Lil's 
wisdom m not having made straight for the 
home which was open to her with • her kind 
benefactress, for, walking stealthily along, 
not many yards from the house, was, as she 
had predicted, the little lawyer himself. 
Ned, as we know, was a steady, practical 
man, in whom the bump of intrigue had not 
developed itself largely ; but still, for all 
that, he could not resist using a little craft 
in the present instance. 

^* Have you found Lil ?" he asked, coming 
up slowly behind Mr. Forster, and speaking 
the words almost into his ear. 

As if struck by electricity, the little man 
bounded on a few steps, then he gathered 
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himself together, and tried to face the matter 
boldly. 

" Dear me, Boycott, how you startled me! 
Found Lil 1 No ; how should I ? It is a bad 
business — very bad business, I am afraid !" 

" Then I am glad to be able to inform 
you than I have found Lil, and that I agree 
with you it is a very bad business, Mr. 
Forster/' 

Had there been sufficient light to have 
seen Samuel Forster's features, their lividness 
would have told its own tale ; but, as it was, 
Ned could only observe that he shook and 
trembled violently, though he still tried to 
appear at his ease. 

"Found herl Well, I am dehghted! 
And where has she been all this time? 
After no good, I'll warrant. Not advisable, 
as a rule, to take a girl from the streets, and 
try to make a lady of her I" 

" A worse plan to try and force her into 
a wife I" said Ned, sententiously. 

E 2 
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^' Dear, dear, a love affair I I thought as 
much. I am rather in a hurry to-night, or 
I should like to hear the whole story. 
Another time, perhaps, she will favour me 
with it herself. Miss Daly is with her friends, 
1 think you said ?" 

Ned vouchsafed him no further answer, 
but walking up to the house-door, rang the 
bell; and Samuel Forster, metaphorically 
speaking, with his tail between his legs, slid 
quietly away into the gloom. He had played 
for a high stake, and lost it ; worse still, he 
had been found out. The girls friends, too, 
were influential, and before twenty-four 
hours had elapsed, what damage might not 
this little escapade have done himt He 
flattered himself that he had kept within the 
pale of the law. Mrs. Daly was the natural 
protector of the girl, and she had assisted him 
in every way. In fact, he had not himself 
seen Lil since the evening on which he had 
conducted her to Mrs. Daly's safe keeping. 
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Yet, for all this, Samuel Forster did not feel 
happy at being found out. To say the least 
of it, it was an ugly business, which would not 
look well in a little paragraph in the news* 
papers. Besides, his motives for wishingto pos- 
sess himself of Lil were evidently very strong 
ones. It certainly was not love alone which 
had prompted him ; the calculating, money- 
lending little lawyer was sufficiently proof 
against the fascinations of beauty and youth 
not to get himself into so serious a difficulty 
for the sake of a pretty face. 

" What that fellow s motive is, we must 
make our business to discover," was Ned 
Boycott's thought, as he stood waiting for 
admission on Miss Gray's doorstep ; and it 
was echoed by all the party assembled in 
the drawing-room, to all of whom Lil was 
known, and who received Boycott, the shy, 
somewhat reserved young schoolmaster, as 
though he were a hero, so rejoiced did they 
all seem at the good tidings he had brought. 
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Ned himself was, perhaps, the least demon- 
stratively pleased of all those there assem- 
bled. There was a good deal of sadness 
mixed up with his joy over Lil's return. He 
longed to take her to his arms, away from 
all these grand surroundings. Ay, she was 
found, but not for him ; he must pass once 
more into his position in the work«a-day 
world, and content himself with hearing oc- 
casional little stray whiffs of news about the 
lassie's welfare. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AN ACT OF BBPABATION. 

T* IL is installed once again in the well- 
-*-^ known studio in Miss Gray's pretty 
bouse, where she has passed so many happy 
hours ; she is seated on a low footstool by 
the fire, her head leaning against Poppy's 
knee, as she gives that kind good friend, 
who is toying the while with the girl's soft 
and beautiful hair, an account of her late 
adventure. And right glad is Miss Gray to 
have her young companion with her once 
again, and still more overjoyed to find that 
her confidence in Lil's truth and loyalty has 
had no cause to be shaken. She had told 
her tale with all its fullest particulars, and 
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she is now sitting very quietly, enjoying in 
the firelight, during the half-hour before 
dinner, that sort of subdued feeling of rest 
and safety which is so sweet after all she has 
gone through lately. Never, not even when 
she left the black alley for the first time, and 
saw light, and warmth, and comfort as. she 
had never seen them before, did she so 
thoroughly appredate a kind gentle voice, 
and a welcome home as she does now^ as 
she sits there at the feet of her best friend. 
Yet there is a sadder expression on the 
bright face than one is wont to see, the ex- 
uberant mad spirits in which she has indulged 
ever since her return have calmed down. For 
some moments there has been silence in the 
little room, for Miss Gray is pondering over 
the girl's strange history, and wondering 
how it will all end, and how they can dis- 
cover Mr. Forsters motive for his bold 
venture. At last Lil burst out in her sudden 
way. 
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"A great many kind people came to- 
day to say how glad they were that I had 
come back." 

" Yes, dear, nearly all my friends knew 
how anxious I was to discover what had be- 
come of my child ; and the news of your re- 
turn seemed to have spread like wildfire — I 
suppose owing to there being a few intimates 
here, when Mr, Boycott came last evening 
to tell us where you were." 

" Why didn't Mr. Verdier come ?" asked 
Lil, in a spasmodic voice, with her usual 
bluntness, getting to the point at once. 

A shade passed over Miss Gray's face, and 
she paused a moment before she answered ; 
she knew the secret now, and she was sorry 
to be compelled to give a levelling blow to 
the girl's air-built castles. 

" He has gone abroad, my love," she said 
gently, " or doubtless he would have been 
one of the first to have welcomed Mademoi- 
selle LilL" 
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"Gone abroad I" she echoed ; " since when? 
Oh, Miss Gray, has he gone for ever ?" and the 
tone of her voice would have told its own 
tale, even had Poppy been ignorant of the 
facts; but she would not pretend to any 
knowledge, only answered smiling, 

*' I hope not, dear ; going abroad in these 
days is not such a very terrible business, is it?'* 

" To me that big continent seems a very 
vast and unknown land," said Lil, ^^ and as 
though any one who went there would never 
be found again." 

" Lil, Lil, one would think you were still 
in the old life, to hear you talk. Has the con- 
versation of educated people done no more 
to expand your mind than this ?" 

" There are some impressions, dear Miss 
Gray, which it is very difficult to shake off; 
an unlimited idea of the immensity of the 
world is one of mine. Living so long in a 
groove has probably given me the feeling, 
but the more I read of other countries and 
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their riches and power, the more I feel what 
a raere mite I am, and then a sort of awe 
comes over me when I think of this great 
big world. No wonder, then, that when I hear 
of any one I like going out into it, I have a 
sort of cold sensation lest they should never 
return." 

" Why, lil, rinoe when have you grown 
faint-hearted? This fear of contact with 
the outer world does not seem to have come 
over you during your escape from Mr. For- 
ster, for instance." 

" Oh 1 that is quite different," she answer- 
ed, laughing. " I understand that sort of 
life. I was brought up among subterfuges 
and dodges, remember. But to go into a 
country where the people, their habits, their 
very language, is unknown to one, is grop- 
ing in the dark." 

" But you forget that none of this is un- 
known to Mr. Verdier — that he has only 
gone back to his own land," 
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" Ah 1" said Lil, " I did not think of that 
— we are the foreigners to hira. Perhaps, 
then, he will really never come back any 
more." 

" Should you be very sorry if it were 
so ?" asked Poppy softly. 

The girl bent low her head, and by her 
silence gave her answer. Miss Gray kissed 
her affectionately. 

" You must be brave and strong, my Lil, 
and believe that these conquests we are 
compelled to make over ourselves are 
ordered for a wise end." 

"Then you know he will never come 
back, or you would not bid me conquer 
myself!" cried Lil, impetuously. 

" I do not know anything of the matter^ 
save that he has gone for an indefinite 
period." 

She would not even now tell her the 
reason of Verdier's sudden departure. To 
say the truth. Miss Gray was somewhat 
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vexed with his behaviour. Like Ned Boy- 
cott, she would have had him stand by his 
love, even to the death, and fling the gaunt- 
let down to any man who dared to cast a 
suspicious word upon her purity. She felt 
it was not right to encourage Lil in any 
lurking tenderness she might have for Ver- 
dier. His departure had been so sudden, 
his communication so abrupt and inexplicit, 
that, knowing him even as Miss Gray did, it 
was quite impossible to form the vaguest 
conjecture of what his next step was likely 
to be ; he might come back as suddenly as 
he had left, or he might wrap himself up in 
his art, and stay abroad for months. Mea- 
suring, then, with the eye of a connoisseur 
in such matters what the girl's feelings were 
likely to be, she came to the conclusion that 
it would be kinder to give her the one 
sharp trial to get over as speedily as might 
be, than, by holding out what would proba- 
bly prove to be a fallacious hope of his 
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speedy return, to keep the wound open till 
perhaps it would be too late for it to be 
healed. 

" And did he leave no message for me ?" 
asked Lil, after she had sat for some mo- 
ments and thought over this new disappoint- 
ment. 

" I did not see him before he went, my 
child — I only received a line to say he was 
oflP. You know he talked of it some weeks 
ago. I hope he will bring back some pic- 
tures worthy of him." 

Lirs eyes shone brightly for an instant ; 
the ambition that was latent in her was 
momentarily aroused for him ; then she 
sank down wearily, sick at heart, and faint 
with hope deferred. 

^^ Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o^eifraught heart, and bids it break.*' 

But she was too proud to own her misery, 
even to Miss Gray — in fact, so quiet was 
she, that Poppy began to think she was 
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mistaken in the extent of her love for Ver- 
dier, and determined to let the subject 
drop, lest any words of hers should fan a 
passing impression into a serious passion. 
It was not till half an hour later, when Lil 
came down ready for dinner into the well- 
lighted room, that Poppy detected the 
change in her. Her deadly pallor, her 
hard, stony coldness, showed how fierce 
was the battle, which she would conquer in 
silence and alone. 

The little party assembled that evening 
to dinner at Miss Gray's, was a very merry 
and genial one. "-Ewnm*, that growth of 
English root," was never allowed to flourish 
at Poppy's entertainments ; but the liveliest 
sallies, the most sparkling wit, failed to 
arouse Lil — she seemed for the time at least 
to be frozen up, and only vouchsafed mono- 
syllabic answers to any remarks which were 
addressed to her. The fatigue and excite- 
ment she had lately gone through were of 
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oourse the excuse everyone found for her 
apathy ; and glad enough was the poor girl 
to avail herself of it. Like some superb 
young queen, she sat there, hearing those 
around her, but heeding them not, with that 
far-off look in her eyes which they had 
worn so much less of late, since she had 
become so thoroughly interested in the 
people and things around her. After din- 
ner was over, and the party had assembled 
once more in the drawing-room, Charlie 
Lambton seated himself by Lil, and sought 
to draw her into conversation, which, in the 
usual way, would not have been very diffi- 
cult to accomplish. Now, however, he 
found it no easy matter to engage her atten* 
tion ; and it was not till he spoke of Sophy's 
impending marriage with Carruthers that 
she seemed to listen to one word he was 
saying. Sophy going to marry Major Car- 
ruthers, and with her family's consent! 
Here was a startling announcement 1 
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" How can you allow such a thing ?" she 
said earnestly to Lambton. '^ If she were 
my young cousin, I would rather see her 
dead! Even Samuel Forster would be 
preferable to a man like that." 

**Tell me your reasons?" he asked. 

" I cannot. But stop the marriage, if you 
have the power." 

Lambton shook his head. 

^' I have interfered as far as I can ; and 
after giving the matter due consideration, I 
have come, to the conclusion that a public 
marriage is better than a private elopement." 

" Which is what I was accused of — and by 
you too, Captain Lambton. You owe me 
reparation," said Lil, tossing her head. 

"And you shall have it, my dear Miss 
Daly. For that purpose have I sought a 
few minutes' conversation this evening. I 
would ask you in what way I can serve you. 
Forster has yet to be beaten out of the 
field, and with his own weapons. The 
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knowledge of the secret of your parentage, 
which he evidently possesses, we also should 
seek to ascertain. It is the only way by 
which the sting can be taken out of this vile 
little adder 1" 

" And you are willing to try to ascer- 
tain this for me. Captain Lambton, how 
good of you." 

" You forget that you have just told me 
that I owe you a reparation." 

" True," she said, smiling ; " but if you 
find out something very unpleasant about 
me, will it not be adding insult to injury? 
We none of us know how dreadful this un- 
discovered secret may prove itself to be." 

" I do not think you have any cause for 
alarm. Sam Forster's behaviour points the 
other way. I am not afraid of what we 
shall discover ; my only fear is whether we 
are clever enough to fathom the truth at 
all." 

" Mrs. Daly knows," suggested Lil ; " but 
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she would require a high price before she 
could be made to speak." 

" Aad would probably only manufacture 
lies for her money. No ; I have an idea 
that in a remote village in Hampshire Fors- 
ter got his clue ; and to that village, with 
your permission, I will betake myself, and 
I will not leave it till I have ascertained 
who the individuals were to whom he 
spoke during a visit I know he paid there a 
short time ago. Do you remember ever 
having been in Hampshire at any time ?" 

Lil shook her head. " My earliest recol- 
lections are of the black alley. I never left 
it till I went as a companion to poor old 
blind Mrs. Forster." 

" But you do not imagine that you were 
born there ?" 

" No, Mr. Brown has frequently told me 
that he remembers Mother Daly coming 
there to live, and bringing me with her, 
then a baby scarcely a year old. She did 
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not drink in those days as she has learnt to 
do since,' and he often had a little conversa- 
tion with her as she passed his door with 
me in her arms. I used to think at one 
time that Mr. Brown was my father, but I 
believe it was more because I wished him to 
be so than for any other reason.** 

" I expect we shall have to look further 
a-field than that for a key to the mystery," 
said Captain Lambton. ^' Besides, it is 
scarcely a compliment to the good old 
Brown, of whom you think so much, to 
accuse him of the amount of underhand 
dealing which would be requisite to keep 
such a secret." 

"You are right — Padre Brown is honesty 
itself; he shall stand acquitted in my mind 
from henceforth. But oh I Captain Lamb- 
ton, is it not a sad prospect thaty when my 
parents are really found, they cannot be 
other than false and base ? Would it not 
be better to leave their sin disinterred ?" 
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" For your sake the truth must be sought 
out/' he answered. 

" So be it. The sins of the fathers are to 
be visited on the children, we are told. And 
so you think I am not yet free from Mr. 
Forster 8 persecutions. Why he besets me 
thus, is a puzzle. He is wary and sharp 
enough ; he must have some good reason." 

" That is exactly what we want to ascer- 
tain. Your old friend Brown and I went 
off this morning in search of the house to 
which he conveyed you. After a good deal 
of trouble we succeeded in finding it ; but 
all the inmates had taken flight, except, the 
poor maniac, who was left locked up in one 
of the rooms. I believe he would have 
been starved to death, but for our timely 
appearance." 

" How very shocking I What are you 
going to do with him ?" 

"Mr. Brown undertook to go to the 
nearest magistrate, in order to have the 
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matter properly investigated, and said he 
would himself see that the wretched man 
was cared for/' 

" Dear, good old Padre Brown ! — he is 
always ready to do a work of mercy. He 
came in to see me for five minutes this 
morning, but he did not tell me how he was 
going to spend his day.'* 

*' Ay, and he is a shrewd man as Mrell as 
a good man," observed Lambton ; " so 
that the benefits he confers on others 
he manages to bestow in the right place — 
and thus he does not get so generally hum- 
bugged as is the case with most benevolent 
people." 

"Mother Daly is almost too much for 
him," said Lil, laughing. "With all his 
cleverness, he cannot fathom her. Did you 
find her drunk on the floor, as I left her?" 

" No ; she had disappeared with the rest." 

"So— so old Forster must be terribly 
afraid of her letting out something important, 
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or he would not have retraced his steps all 
that long way to fetch her. Do you know, 
Captain Lambton, I am becoming quite curi- 
ous to know my own secret, though I have 
said dozens of times that I would not move 
even my little finger to find it out." 

And Lil, under the influence of this new 
excitement, had lost much of her dejection, 
and was becoming quite chirpy and lively. 

" You may rely on my not leaving a single 
stone unturned beneath which there might, 
by the merest possibility, be hidden the 
slightest clue. We will not allow ourselves 
to be beaten by that rascal Forster," he said, 
as he rose from his seat, and joined the group 
of talkers by the fire. 
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CHAPTER V, 



BROTHER NED. 



A FEW days passed away, and Lil, though 
she recovered from the stony silence 
in which Bhe had wrapped herself when she 
first heard that Verdier had left England, 
was still very cold and hard ; she could not 
succeed in convincing herself, in the face of 
this bitter disappointment, that there was yet 
much left for her to be thankful for. As she 
looked on the kind faces, and heard the 
gentle tones of love of those around her, she 
knew she ought to struggle against the re- 
bellious thoughts which would arise, and 
were quite too much for her at times. Miss 
Gray, with loving tact, pretended to take no 
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notice of the girl's mood, which she hoped 
would wear itself out in time. 

It was scarcely known yet what Mr. Fors- 
ster's next move might be, so Lil was never 
allowed to go outside the doorunaccompanied 
by some of her friends, a restraint which by 
no means served to decrease her irritabilitv. 
The only person before whom she at all 
sought to check it was Miss Gray ; every- 
one else came in for a share of short answers 
and sharp retorts such as they had never 
previously received at her hands ; and even 
old Mr. Brown; who had been to see her 
once or twice, shook his head as he said, 
" The child had grown o'er testy, and dif- 
ficult to please of late ; but perhaps it was 
only natural, considering the mystery which 
enveloped everything connected with her 1" 
He, good man, did not associate the hand« 
some young painter with Lil's changed man^ 
ner ; he was too humble and moderate in 
his own views to think that the poor ragged 
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girl whom he had taught to read had ad- 
vanced so far up the social ladder that she 
aspired to receive the love and homage of 
such a one ^s he. 

Not so, however, Ned Boycott. The in- 
quiries about Lil's birth which were being so 
actively prosecuted obliged him to pay oc- . 
casional visits to Miss Gray's house, and he 
guessed full well what it was that was dash- 
ing the dew off his sweet flower. Though 
Lil always received him with clamorous de- 
light, yet poor Ned never retraced his weary 
steps to the school-house without mentally 
resolving that he would not go near her 
again, so depressed and heart-sick did these 
interviews always leave him* Then some 
information which might prove advantageous 
to the lass would arise, and, forgetting his 
former determination, he would start off 
westwards with the news. Mrs. Daly had 
returned to her dingy room in the black 
alley ; that was the last thing he had heard, 
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and so important a comrnuication as that it 
was necessary he should make at once. So 
off he trudged to Miss Gray's for the very 
last time, as he said to himself; but Poppy 
had gone out to visit a friend at some distance, 
and Ned was accordingly shown into the 
little studio, where Lil was coiled up in an 
arm-chair, reading. He looked round the 
pretty room, and then at her, before he 
spoke. He could scarcely believe that it 
was the same ^rl he had ventured to love. 

" Why, Ned, you look scared — what is it, 
boy ?" she said, as she pushed hira a chair. 
'' Sit down — Miss Gray is out — and let us 
forget the days that are past, and be as we 
used to be, ' in life's morning march, when 
our bosoms were young.' 

" That is impossible," he answered, shak- 
ing his head ; " as you yourself said once, 
* Spoken words cannot be recalled.' " 

" Never mind what I said. I'm a jabber- 
ing fool, and say a* great many things I 
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don't mean ; but when I do say that I ara 
right glad to see you, I mean that, for it is 
a lonely world, Ned ; let us try to make the 
best of it as we may." 

" Ah, Lil, you had better never have gone 
out into it — there was no need, lass, and 
that you knew right well." 

'^ Don't talk nonsense, Ned ; intercourse 
with the world expands the mind — ay, and 
tightens the cord round the heart," she 
added, in a lower tone. 

" What have they been doing to ye, 
lassie?" he asked. *' Reckon on Ned's arm, 
if ye want a strong one for defence." 

'' She is a sorry woman who wants de- 
fending, as you suggest," answered Lil. 

"The best of women are victims some- 
times," hQ said, timidly. 

"Are they? Well, perhaps — but they 
can take refuge in silence. There is always 
a certain amount of self-accusation mixed up 
with every annoyance, and I am not sure 
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that your own short-comings don't weigh 
heavier upon you than any amount of ill- 
will done to you by another. One makes 
allowances for other people, but when you 
do take stock of your own actions, which is 
but seldom, the truth forbids that you 
should make any allowance for them." 

^^ And is this what the lass has been 
worriting herself about ? Do you think 
you encouraged old Forster too much ?" 

*' No : my conscience has not reached that 
nice poiijit yet. I was not even thinking of 
the old villain." And Lil laughed heartily 
at the idea. 

That she must mean himself, was Ned's 
next conjecture ; for that she had anything 
to reproach herself about, in re Verdier, he 
did not for a moment imagine. How cc^uld 
he know that it was her proud silence which 
had condemned her in the eyes of the young 
painter? So he bent low his head, and 
said, slowly — 
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'* Never mind. I can bear all, and more 
than all, for you." 

Lil looked at him fixedly for a moment, 
as though she understood him not; then a 
bright colour came into her face. 

" Ned, is it possible that you can love rae 
still?" she asked. "Affection, as a rule, 
does not survive frost," she added, bitterly. 

" My love for you can never die I But, 
no matter, do not let us talk of it, if the 
subject annoys you. I have promised ray- 
self not to trouble you with my feelings." 

" My poor, dear Ned ! you make rae 
quite ashamed. And you would bear all 
this in silence for fear of tormenting me ! 
But what can I do ? How bitter — how very 
bitter is my lot !" And she bent down her 
head, and looked very sorrow-stricken and 
perplexed. 

"Nay, lass, this must not be," he said, 
rising from his seat, and going to her. 
"Brother Ned would see the sun always 
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shining on your path through life ; no words 
of his must raake you sad. Look up, 
dearie, and don't trouble itself about a 
strong man's sufferings ; he must get over 
them — what else was he sent into this 
world for ? But you must be bright and 
joyous, no clouds on your sonsy face, lass — 
at least, none of Ned's bringing there." 

" Oh I Ned, if everyone were as good 
and kind as you are, what a beautiful, happy 
world this would be !" 

" There is something more than kindness 
wanted, lassie, to beget love. My scholar- 
ship don't tell me what it is ; but that I don't 
possess it, I know very well." 

" Can I have been such a fool as to pass 
over true silver, and prefer electro?" she 
said, half asking the question of herself. 
Then she sat for some minutes very silently, 
her face hidden in her hands. Ned did not 
speak, but stood looking at her with a wist- 
ful expression, as though he would gladly 
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have comforted her if he had only known 
how. At last she raised her head, and he 
saw that her cheeks were very flushed, and 
there were tears in her bright eyes. " Can 
you have patience for a little longer with 
m^ boy ?" she said, holding out her hand 
to him, and smiling through her tears. 

It was the first word of hope Lil had ever 
spoken, and for a moment he seemed as 
though he dared not respond. Then he 
covered the hand she had placed in his with 
passionate kisses. 

"My darling! — my darling!" he cried. 
" Only bid me hope that a good day may 
come at last, and I will wait patiently for 
years, only to hear that little word, ' Ay, 
Ned,' from your true lips." 

Ldl coloured scarlet, for she doubted if 
the " Ay," would ever come truthfully from 
her lips ; but she was neglected and un- 
happy, and Ned's patient, all-enduring love 
had touched her. He saw the change of 
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colour, and perhaps guessed its cause, for he 
continued more soberly, 

"Take your time, lassie, take your time, 
and don't deceive yourself or me. What- 
ever your decison may be, for your sake I 
will strive to bear it like a man." 

" Oh 1 Ned, how good you are ! Years 
of devotion could not repay the sacrifices 
you are always ready to make for me." 

" Don't let us mistake devotion for 4ove, 
lass. A loveless wife is no treasure to any 
man, as you told me once yourself. I see 
things plainer now than I did when we had 
that talk in the school-room. I would not 
have you regret anything you have done, so 
just think the matter over well, my dearie, 
and promise me that you will never give 
me that pretty little white hand unless your 
whole heart comes along with it." 

Lil looked full at him with her large eyes. 

"But suppose this world was very void 
and empty to me," she said ; " and I wanted 
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a kiud, strong arm to support me, and a 
home of love wherein to rest my aching 
heart, would you refuse to give them to 
me?" 

" Never, lass, never ; though it would be 
a dreary life to see you turn away from me 
with scorn, lind pine for the great world you 
had left behind you. But I would bear it if 
you willed it so." 

" You must indeed have a poor opinion 
of me, Ned, if you think I would subject 
you, of all men, to such a life of penance," 
she said, half smiling. " No, boy, when the 
bird comes fluttering and tapping for admit- 
tance at your window-pane, it will have 
learnt to caress the hand that gives it shelter 
and love, or it will rather die starving in the 
cold." 

Matter-of-fact Ned was a little puzzled at 
this somewhat poetic rendering of Lil's 
idea ; but he gathered enough to guess her 
meaning. 
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" Ah ! well, lassie," he said, stooping over 
her, and kissing her white brow, " the 
school-house door is always open to you ; 
but I would not have you leave this pretty 
home you have now for my poor one with- 
out due consideration. I doubt much if 
you would be happy now without luxuries 
and pleasures such as I can never give you/' 

Lil looked at him for a few moments 
without answering; she was thinking the 
matter over. If she had loved him, she 
felt she would have taken his honest head 
between her hands and kissed away his 
doubts, as she told him that to leave every- 
thing for him would be no sacrifice to her ; 
but she did not — she only turned away and 
murmured hesitatingly — 

" Patience, dear Ned — patience. I have 
been sorely tried of late." Then she sat on 
in a sort of dream, which Ned did not seek 
to disturb. 
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He was very humble and retiring in his 
love, was Ned ; he had not studied women 
closely, or perhaps he would have learnt 
that meekness and humility are qualities, as 
a rule, but little valued in their eyes. At 
last Lil roused herself with a sort of eflfbrt. 

" Siss," she asked — " when is Siss going 
to be married ?" 

" When Jervis comes back from his 
cruise. I shall be right glad when he does, 
for the mousie is getting whiter and quieter 
than ever. No line has come from him for 
this many a day, and if I mistake not, she 
is pining silently. Love does not seem to 
flourish down East. I suppose the soil is 
too practical," he added, with a faint effort 
at a joke. 

" When Siss is married, you must not be 
left quite alone," said Lil, looking fixedly 
at her hands the while, as they lay clasped 
together in her lap. 

The warm colour rushed into Ned's frank 
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face, which had been so bloodless and hag- 
gard of late. 

" Will you come and take her place ?" he 
cried. 

^* Don't make me promise now, but come 
and ask me when the time arrives, and if I 
can do so honestly, I will ; till then, Ned, 
dear, don't let us talk about it. I don't 
wish to raise false hopes in you, and you 
will forgive me, boy, whatever the end may 
be?" 

" Ay, lassie, ye will never get a rough or 
unkind word from brother Ned." 

And so it was left for the veiled future 
to settle ; and for many a weary day those 
two hearts were to be restless and ill at 
ease, Lil halting between two opinions — 
whether she would wait for Verdier's un- 
certain return to his allegiance, or whether 
she should accept the true, faithful love 
which had never changed, and which, she 
felt, would be hers till death. 
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And as for poor Ned, he was more per- 
plexed than ever. The half-hopes held out 
to him by Lil had by no means filled him 
with joy, for he was not blinded by his 
love, and was naturally a very sensible, far- 
seeing fellow. Thus, twist the matter how 
he might, he could not believe that, after 
the changes of the last few months, Lil 
could ever return to be happy in his humble 
sphere ; and for several days after the con- 
versation in Miss Gray's studio, he thought 
of little else, and travelled back in his me- 
mory to all her old sayings, when she had 
so often told him that to go back would be 
worse than death to her. Then his tender, 
big, loving nature pitied the girl's sufferings, 
tliough he could only guess what they had 
been ; but that something serious had hap- 
pened to make her so careless about the 
luture, he felt very sure. Unselfish to a 
degree which is but rare among mortals, 
Ned determined to stand Lil's friend, even 
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against himself. Her happiness should be 
his first consideration, and whatever his 
personal feelings and wishes might prompt 
him to do, he would sacrifice them fully 
and unhesitatingly, if they did not coincide 
with what was the best for her. 

So the days passed on at the school-house. 
Ned fretted and tormented himself with con- 
flicting emotions, little in keeping with the 
seeming monotony of his daily life ; and the 
sound of the bell, as it rang at stated inter- 
vals to summon the children to their lessons, 
or dismiss them to their play, but ill-accord- 
ed with the irregular beating and the fever- 
ish pulsation of the schoolmaster's honest 
heart. 

And the little white mouse sat very quietly 
at her sewing, and pined, as Ned thought, 
for the line from Will Jervis which never 
came. Yet the thoughts of her absent lover 
did not absorb her entirely. She watched, 
although he knew it not, her brother's every 



88 L I L. 

look and movement; her woman's instinct 
told her that something had gone wrong of 
late, and she at once associated the mischief 
with Lil. Sissy, of all Lil's friends, was 
perhaps the one least inclined to make al- 
lowances for her. She could not forgive 
her for her share in Ned's sufferings, and 
whenever she saw him look more anxious 
and careworn than usual, her condemnation 
of Lil increased, till the quiet, unobtrusive 
little thing, whom nobody regarded, and 
whose opinion nobody asked, felt that she 
must speak out her complaints, for the sake 
of that dear brother whom she loved so 
well, in her undemonstrative, tranquil way. 
*' If only Jervis would return ; but then, 
after all, what could he do ? Her big, burly 
sea-captain would have but little influence 
over such a grand lady as Lil had become 
of late; she would only laugh at him, as 
awkward and uneducated." Thus Sissy pon- 
dered, and, in her simplicity, came to no 
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conclusion. And she, too, must wait for 
the disentanglement of events, which would 
require more tact and knowledge than the 
little mouse possessed to bring them to an 
issue. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



THE doctor's daughter. 



A PRETTY village in fair France, a calm, 
-^^ quiet, happy retreat, where the say- 
ings and doings of the outer world but 
seldom penetrate, and the primitive, simple- 
minded peasants live a life of monotonous 
and happy toil ; for " Caesar's spirit raging 
for- revenge, with At6 at his side, come hot 
fronj hell !" has not yet cried " Havoc, and 
let slip the dogs of war!" In a rough, 
homely, but not uncomfortable farmhouse, 
Antoiiie Verdier has taken up his temporary 
quarters. Well might the picturesque old 
commerey to whom the place belonged, 
wonder what had brought this good-looking 
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young artist, with his finical habits of refine- 
ment, to her out-of-the-way house. That 
young men sometimes run away from their 
creditors she was wise enough to know, 
but it never for an instant entered her head 
that such was the case with Verdier. He 
wanted the dash and carelessness of a man 
irretrievably in debt. Nor could it be a 
love affair. The jeunesse doree of the present 
day do not let their hearts get the better of 
their personal comfort. Madame Firmin had 
been in service in Paris in her youth, and 
thus knew something of the ways of the 
Upper Ten. What, then, could it be ? 

" Pauvre cher enfant, il a sans doute perdu 
sa mere," was the conclusion at which she 
at last arrived, and she cooed over and load- 
ed Antoine with peiits sains accordingly. It 
was in vain that he told her no evil had be- 
fallen him ; she had a gros beau garqon her- 
self, she said, and she knew how he would 
fret when she was laid in the village church- 
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yard. Poor commere FirmiQ ! — well is it 
that the mirror of the Future is witheld, for 
with no comrade near to carry his last sigh, 
no friendly hand to close his glazed eyes, 
thy boy will be left with the gory battle-field 
to pillow his dying head ; and the consola- 
* tion that he died a hero's death will be but 
a poor one to thy tender, aching mother's 
heart. But the good, cheery old lady 
was not yet paralysed by sorrow ; and, in 
the meantime, her loquacity and perpetual 
efforts to amuse and rouse him considerably 
bored Mr. Verdier, who had gone to that 
out-of-the-way village to brood over his 
wrongs, and to avenge himself, as he fondly 
believed, on the world in general, by ex- 
cluding himself from all communication with 
it; — very practically acting up to the old 
saying of " cutting out his tongue to be 
revenged on his teeth." He became very 
dronish and apathetic in his solitude; his 
pencil had been entirely cast on one side, 
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and for hours together he would lie dreaiu- 
ing over some books he had brought with him 
from Paris ; his beard unkempt, his toilette 
neglected — a very wild man of the woods 
he would have looked beside the elegant, 
courteous, " Beauty Verdier," who had so 
lately been London's darling. 

" Peace, peace, and there is no peace," he 
cried, as Madame Firrain, for about the 
twentieth time that morning, had popped 
her head, with its pretty cap, into the room, 
and in her shrill, quick accents, given him 
the last suggestion for his comfort which had 
sprung up in her busy brain. " Where shall 
I go ? what shall I do to get away from wo- 
men, for they are the bane and curse of 
one's existence. I'll go a walking tour with 
my sketch-book, and take a mental vow be- 
fore I start that I will be very abrupt and 
-laconic in my speech. I will not say an un- 
necessary word to any woman, and then, 
perhaps, they will leave me alone." 
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Antoine Verdier, the lady-killer, to form 
such a resolution as this ! He had indeed 
fallen into a slough of morbidness and de- 
jection before he allowed the happiness of 
his daily life to sink to so low an ebb ; 
but most natures, however sunshiny, have a 
dark phase through which they must pass 
sooner or later, and Verdier was under the 
cloud now ; let us hope he will pass 
from beneath its shadow with credit at the 
last, though the wisest among us can scarce- 
ly conjecture what a man's actions will be 
when the madness is on him. 

The resolution so hastily made was put 
into execution with equal speed. That very 
same evening Mfere Firmin, with tears in 
her eyes, saw her hcaiaire depart on his 
solitary ramble. She would have been 
still more sorry, good woman, could she 
have known how she herself, by over-zeal 
for his welfare, had driven him forth. If 
Poppy Gray could only have seen him now. 
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ahe would have laughed, and hoped with 
all her heart that he would walk away his 
ill-temper, as she would certainly have called 
this absurd fit of the blues in which Verdier 
had chosen to indulge himself ; but as it was, 
he was compelled to act this scene in the 
little drama he had sketched out for him- 
self, without any spectators ; and he trudged 
on, believing himself to be very ill-used and 
unhappy, looking, too, very sullen and .mo- 
rose the while. 

Pedestrian exercise was a novelty to him, 
and a novelty which he found, before he 
had gone many miles, that he did not care 
much about. He was weary, and footsore, 
and hungry; but it was part of his self- 
imposed misery, and he must go on with it, 
'though by the time he had reached the 
auberge where he intended to pass the 
night, had any one asked him why he had 
adopted his present mode of life, he would 
unquestionably have answered that it was 
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all Lil's fault that he was wandering about 
France like some mendicant friar or itiner- 
ant etameur. 

Faithful to his determination, he spoke 
but little to anyone who addressed him; 
and it would have been impossible to have 
recognised the courteous Verdier under the 
crust of moroseness in which he had en- 
veloped himself. 

For some days did this continue. The 
weather was cold, and the winds sharp. 
Thus there was no outer influence to counter- 
act the state of feelings into which he had 
worked himself; but — '' le coeur ri est jamais 
si pret a se reveilkr que quand il dori^^ says 
the poet ; be that as it may, Antoine Ver- 
dier's artistic proclivities were too strong 
for him to resist altogether the fascinations 
of beauty. He could be bearish, and cold, 
and surly as long as he was surrounded by 
old or unattractive-looking women, but his 
resolutions were scattered to the winds, and 
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all his grace and urbanity of manner returned 
forthwith under the artillery of a certain 
pair of bright black eyes; and his heart 
grew warm and beat high once more as he 
basked in the sunshine of their fair posses- 
sor's dimpled smiles. It was not that Lil 
was totally forgotten, on the instant, for the 
syren who had brought Verdier back to a 
sense of what was due from him as a culti- 
vated gentleman to a pretty woman ; but he 
cuuld not resist the love of flirtation, which, 
after all, was his natural element. And 
that Lil was quite happy with his rival he 
made no doubt, so why should not he amuse 
himself? 

Thus, having passed through the first 
phase of jealous mortification, he leaped 
eagerly into the second, and, as many a 
piqued and disappointed man has done be- 
fore him, began an amourette with a girl on 
whom, under other circumstances, he would 
probably have not condescended to bestow 
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a glance. Annette Raspail was the daughter 
of a doctor who lived in the village where 
Verdier had taken up his quarters till he 
should somewhat have recovered from his 
fatigue. She had nothing to recommend 
her but her beauty, and a pretty display of 
that innate coquettishness which is the dot 
of every French woman. From education 
and accomplishments she was particularly 
free ; but she made up for them in dash and 
volubility. Mademoiselle Raspail was the 
village belle, and consequently had her 
entourage of devoted swains ; but no one like 
Mr. Verdier had ever cast his homage at 
her feet before, therefore of course he was 
received with empressement 

And so the days passed on. Verdier had 
purposely cut himself off from the chance of 
any news from England reaching him ; and 
still nursing in his heart the jealous recollec- 
tion of how Lil had preferred Carruthers to 
himself, he, without thought of what the 
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ultimate result might be, intoxicated Annette 
Raspail with his winning words of love, as she 
sat hour after hour while he sketched her in 
every attitude his artistic taste suggested. 
And Antoine Verdier was a mere puppet in 
the haijds of this designing young French- 
woman; villager though she was, and not- 
withstanding the knowledge of the world 
which he professed to possess, she would 
have married him straight off, almost before 
he knew what had happened to him, only 
she was not sure whether it was worth her 
while. Beyond that he was very handsome, 
and very taking and charming, Mademoiselle 
Raspail knew nothing whatever about him, 
and she was far too calculating a young lady 
to ally herself with a penniless adventurer 
for the sake of mere love. Thus she toyed 
with him and flirted mercilessly, while she 
tried to find out his secret; but Verdier 
guarded it carefully, he could not bear to 
speak of England and his home and associ- 

h2 
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ates there, beoause it brought back memoidea 
of Lili ; and even in the pleasing excitement 

« 

of this new liaison^ the old love asserted it- 
self as the strongest. 

Mademoiselle Raspail was growing des- 
perate. Verdier with his unknown history 
on the one side, and a rich yo\xngfermier 
who she acknowledged was a mere clown in 
comparison with him, on the other, she could 
not poise her scales so as to weigh their re- 
spective merits at all to her satisfaction, and 
was perpetually alternating in her favour to- 
wards them. But, strange to relate, Verdier, 
who had been so keen in his discovery of a 
rival where Lil was concerned, seemed 
ija the present instance to be very far from 
realising the fact of his existence, and imagin- 
ed that he alone reigned in the good graces 
of Mademoiselle Raspail ; and his very blind- 
ness it was in this case which seemed likely 
to prove his destruction. 

For a few weeks only had this flirtation 
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been at fever-heat, when the entire village was 
suddenly thrown into a state of the greatest 
consternation. An epidemic broke out in the 
shape of a low fever, attacking the inhabit- 
ants with cruel violence, and causing funeral 
to follow funeral into the little churchyard 
with appalling rapidity. Verdier had no fear 
for himself, and gained the good will of 
many a poor stricken peasant by the kind- 
ness and gentleness with which he sought to 
soothe and comfort his last hours ; while 
Annette, although she was the doctor's 
daughter, worked herself up to a pitch of 
frenzj' which paralyzed all her efforts. She 
remained carefully ensconced in her own 
home, surrounded by disinfectants, and clung 
piteously to Verdier whenever she saw him, 
begging him not to go near those dreadful 
people, lest some fearful evil should befall 
him. Antoine could not feel otherwise than 
flattered by the girl's anxiety for him, yet 
the comparison with Lil, who he knew under 
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the circumstances would have been so help- 
ful and so brave, would obtrude itself, while 
he vainly tried to calm Annette's fears. But 
the most terrible consequence of this sudden 
outbreak of illness had not yet arisen ; Mr. 
Raapail, who, unlike his daughter, had not 
flinched from performing his duty, and had 
worked night and day amid the suffering and 
dying, was himself attacked, and ere many 
hours were over he too was laid in his last 
earthly resting-place. 

Poor Annette, her terror and her grief 
knew no bounds ; she sobbed and cried, 
and threw herself at Verdier's feet, implor- 
ing him to take her away from this scene of 
death, till he was almost beside himself with 
excitement. What to do he scarcely knew. 
He had not seriously intended to burden him- 
self with a companion for life when he began 
what he deemed a harmless flirtation with 
the dashing Annette, but, to his no small 
dismay, he found himself with the girl upon 
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his hands, for by the death of her father 
Annette was left without a single near rela- 
tion in the world. True, her dot was con- 
siderable, but this was of little importance 
to Verdier, whose besetting sin was not 
covetousness. Now for the first time he 
stood face to face with his position, and 
cursed the hour when he had alienated him- 
self from his friends, and rendered it impos- 
sible that they should inform him how mat- 
ters were progressing in England. He 
looked at Annette Raspail with a feeling 
almost akin to hatred, as he thought she 
might perhaps be cutting him off from any 
chance of ever again meeting his Lili ; and 
yet he felt he had gone too far to retract 
now. As a man of chivalrous sentiments, 
he could not turn upon the girl and tell her 
that it was but the outer shell of a heart 
which had been given to her — the kernel 
had long been in the keeping of another. 
Yes, it was too late now. 
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" What*8 honour's price, 
Nor friends, nor loyers, no, nor life itself.*' 

He must be true to himself, at all events ; 
so, after a night spent in torturing, anxious 
coram une with his own thoughts, he rose, 
pale, haggard, careworn, as he had looked 
when he had first heard of Lil's disappear- 
ance, and resolved to oflfer his protection 
and a home to the friendless Annette. Still 
he told her nothing of his position in Eng- 
land — that subject would not yet bear dis- 
cussion ; she should know all in time, he 
said, if she would only trust; and Annette, 
who was grateful for any shelter offered to 
her in her present panic-stricken state, did 
not press him. 

" Even if he be an adventurer, he is a 
handsome one," she thought ; " but that his 
crotchets and whims will be ennuyeux^ I 
rather suspect. Once let me get him away 
from this gloomy village, and I must see if 
I cannot make him more like other people." 
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Antoine Verdier, with his delicate organ- 
ization and his hyper-refinement, was to be 
brought down to the level of this inferior 
mind. Like most exotics, he would pro- 
bably perish in the hardening; but what 
misery was he not preparing for himself be- 
fore the end should come ! The worst and 
hardest to bear of all forms of mesalliance is 
that in which a highly-endowed, artistic, re- 
fined mind is condemned to dwell in daily 
companionship with an individual whose 
every instinct is vulgar, and on whom all 
attempt at culture would be vain. It has 
been well said that "there is a kindred 
sympathy between some souls that peculiarly 
fits them for each other ; and we may rest 
assured that when we see two persons thus 
insensibly drawn together, there must be 
certain qualities in both their minds bearing 
strong resemblance to each other. When 
two beings thus naturally allied meet, it 
may be regarded as the greatest blessing 
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that can befall them in this world— for this 
similarity is so rare that, if overlooked in 
one, it may never perhaps be seen in 
another." 

And thus perhaps the one only chance of 
happiness in his life was Verdier casting 
away, when in a moment of jealous passion 
he fled from England, and threw himself 
and his fortunes at the feet of Annette 
Raspail. 

"But I must go — go at once from this 
dreadful place 1" was the girl's cry. " It is 
useless for you to say you will marry me 
when the fever has stopped, and my mourn- 
ing for rrwn pauvre cher petit papa is over. 
We shall neither of us be alive to be 
married, if we stay here much longer. 
Antoine, dear Antoine, if you only knew 
how frightened I am, you would not keep 
me here another hour." 

Then Antoine bethought himself of the 
good commhe Firmin ; he would have a 
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char-a-banc^ and take Annette to her, while 
he himself would return, and see the 
stricken peasantry through their sickness and 
despair. There was something inexpressibly 
soothing to him in this self-imposed good 
Saraaritanism. In suffering for and with 
others he forgot himself, and though he did 
not pause to analyse his feelings, he derived 
more comfort from his work of love than 
Annette Raspail's endearments and coquet- 
ries ever afforded him. She, as may be 
supposed, was by no means charmed at the 
prospect of being consigned to the care of 
an old woman in a farm-house, while her 
handsome lover lavished his time and atten- 
tions on his poorer brethren, and she pouted 
accordingly ; but on this point Verdier 
would make no concession, and she was 
consequently obliged to accept the only 
opportunity offered her of escape from the 
infected village. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



DARK DEEDS. 



rfIHE little home at Bayawater has gone 
-^ on very quietly and steadily of late. 
Sophy has succeeded in getting her own 
way regarding her marriage with Major 
Carruthers, and has, accordingly, been in 
the best of humours, and condescended to 
treat her mother with more respect and 
submission. The return of Lil, too, and the 
question being set at rest beyond all dispute 
as to Carruthers having anything to do with 
her disappearance, all contributed to make 
this foolish little chit radiant with joy, 
though perhaps she was just the least bit 
disappointed that she could not twit Lil 
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into a state of jealousy over her intended 
marriage. At any other time Sophy would 
have been considerably annoyed at the 
diligence with which the inquiry into Lil's 
antecedents was being prosecuted, but, as it 
was, she was too much taken up with her 
own affairs, and, beyond suggesting that, as 
a rule, *' street-girls have no origin — that 
they spring from the mud they have been 
accustomed to grovel in," she troubled her- 
self no further on the subject. But so, 
however, did not Lady Denman ; she seemed 
very interested in everything concerning 
Lil, and when the girl came to Bayswater, 
treated her with a uniform kindness and 
consideration which was a striking contrast 
to Sophy's rude, off-hand reception of her. 
When she heard that Captain Lambton had 
gone to Hampshire to institute inquiries 
there, she grew so feverishly-excited, that 
tho>ie around her wondered as they looked 
on the woman who had hitherto been so 
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calm, and were at a loss to conjecture what 
could have moved her thus. But Captain 
Lambton had now returned from Hamp- 
shire for some days, and as he has not been 
to Bayswater, nor communicated any results 
of his inquiries, they have probably been, 
like many of those which have preceded 
them, without success. 

Thus a week passed, when one day the 
Indian babies are out with their nurse, and 
her own children have gone to Miss Gray's 
with a message^ Lady Denman is quite 
alone, working for her girl's approaching 
marriage, wondering, as she sits there 
brooding over the past, whether Sophy's 
married life will be happier than her own 
has been. She has no love or regard for 
Major Carruthers, but she does not know 
the worst of him, and she fondly hopes that 
Sophy's spirit and determination — qualities 
in which she is so wanting herself — will 
help to keep matters straight in the new 



LIL. Ill 

mhuige. So deeply engaged is she in these 
thoughts, thd.t she does not hear a knock at 
the door, but looks up with some surprise 
when Captain Lambton, who has not been 
at Bayswater for a long time, walks into 
the room. He looks very grave and aged, 
does Cousin Charlie ; all the dash and non- 
sense for which he was so celebrated when 
he first came home have been quite set on 
one side now, and he seems as though a 
heavy weight of care were on his brow. 
Alice looked up at him timidly and sorrow- 
fully. 

''Poor Charlie!" she said gently, "you 
have suffered much for me and mine. I 
wish things had been other than they are." 

" I wish to God they had, Alice I" he an- 
swered, so earnestly, that she was startled 
by his tone. 

" What has happened ? Speak I — oh ! 
Charlie, I cannot bear much more !" 

"My poor dear cousin, far be it from 
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me to wish to be the bearer of evil tidings, 
but " 

" Is Sir Stephen dead ?" she asked, spring- 
ing up. 

He seized her by the wrist. 

*' Is there nothing worse than death ?" 
he said, in a low voice. 

" Yes — dishonour," she answered feebly, 
as she sank back into her chair. ^^ What 
has he done now ?" 

" What do you know of his past short- 
comings?" inquired Captain Larabton, sus- 
pecting, as he had done for some time past, 
that Sir Stephen's sins were not altogether 
hidden from his wife. 

" Don't ask me," she said, with a shiver ; 
'^ but tell me quickly what he hM done 
now. Oh ! Charlie, may you never know 
how fearful it is to live in constant dread of 
evil." 

" My poor darling Alice, it is no new 
crime which has happened lately, but one. 
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nevertheless, with which it is imperatively 
necessary that you should be made acquaint- 
ed, or I should not be here to tell it ; and, 
darling, you will try to bear it bravely, will 
you not ?" 

" Go on — ^what is it ?" she asked hoarsely. 

"You were not your husband's first 

wife r 

" No," she said, almost inaudibly. 

" And that first wife had a child ?" 

Lady Denman bowed her head in her 
lap, and moaned in bitter anguish of heart. 

" Did you know anything of this, Alice ?" 
asked Captain Lambton, &irly surprised at 
the manner in which she received his com- 
munication. 

She did not look up at him, but sat rock- 
ing herself. 

**The child is dead," was her only answer. 

" The child is not dead," he said bluntly, 
momentarily startled into the belief that his 
cousin, whom he thought so pure, had con- 

VOL. in. I 
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nived at the deception which had been prac- 
tised ; " she is not dead, for, beyond all dis- 
pute, that child is Lil." 

Alice Denman sprang up with a sudden 
cry. 

" Not dead 1— oh ! dear, dear Charlie, 
how I love you for that word I Not dead ! 
My God I I thank thee that I have lived to 
see this day I" 

" Alice, my dearest Alice, pray be more 
calm." But all the words Lambton could 
speak, all the tendernesses he lavished on^ 
her, were for some time vain ; Alice had be^ 
come quite hysterical, and he could get no 
answer save choking sobs. At last, when 
her excitement had somewhat worn itself 
out, she told him how the knowledge that 
this child had once lived, but that she had 
met an untoward fate, had haunted all her 
married life. 

"And this, then, was the dark cloud 
which lay between you and Denman. Know- 
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ing what you did, why did you not leave 
him long ago." 

'' He was my husband, Charlie. In marry- 
ing him I had elected to suffer for his sins. 
Besides, I had a sort of secret misgiving that 
this vile thing had been perpetrated for my 
sake." 

" For your sake, Alice ? How so ? My 
God ! that I should live to learn that your 
sweet innocence could be mixed up with 
crimes so base I" 

" Can you not remember, Charlie, how, 
years ago, in our young days, Stephen Den- 
man used to come to Lambton Court when 
we were little more than boys and girls ?" 

"Ay, well do I remember it, and how 
glad I was when your good father bade him 
come no more — that he. would have no pau- 
per baronets to woo his pretty Alice !" 

Lady Denman smiled sadly at the recol- 
lection of the jealousy which had existed 
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between Denman and Lambton even in 
those bygone days. 

'* My poor father was wrong," she said, in 
a low voice. " If we had married then, 
Stephen might have been saved much crime. 
There are some natures in which passion will 
assert itself, whatever resistance may be 
oiFered." 

" But — he married another woman ?" 

" Yes ; the daughter of a wealthy Lanca- 
ishire mill-owner. Her father, unlike mine, 
was proud of a baronet for a son-in-law, 
even though he had no broad acres where- 
with to back his suit. He died soon after 
their marriage, and left everything he pos- 
sessed to his daughter and her children first, 
but, failing them, to Sir Stephen absolutely." 

"Well," said Captain Lambton, "not such 
a very unusual arrangement ; but I do not 
now see why foul play was necessary. I 
suppose, as in other instances, Denman had 
it life'interest in the property ?" 
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"No," she replied; "there, probably, was 
the temptation. His poor wife passed away 
when her baby was born, and the child be- 
came sole heiress of all her grandfathers 
wealth, to accumulate till she was of age. 
It was a hard will for poor Stephen, that 
you must acknowledge." 

" Alice, you surely cannot attempt to ex- 
onerate vour husband in this fearful business," 
said Charlie Larabton, sternly. 

"Exonerate him, no ; but I have no right 
to judge him, and now that I know he did 
not kill the child, I could almost forgive him . 
Oh I Charlie, if my wakeful nights, my 
prayers, my tears, could expiate his sin, it 
must have been washed out long ago." 

" Did you know this when you married 
Denmari?" asked Captain Lambton, fairly 
bewildered at all he heard. 

" Charlie, has your opinion of me changed 
so thoroughly as to imagine that I would 
knowingly have become a party to his sin ? 
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I had been married quite two years before 
the faintest suspicion was aroused." 

" For eight months the child was left with 
our old servant, Sally, who married Fisher, 
the carpenter in the village." 

"I know it," she answered, quickly. 
*' Stephen had seen her at our house in the 
old days, and hearing that she was married 
and had a baby of her own, thought she 
would be the best person to love and nurse 
his motherless child. It unfortunately 
brought him back into our neighbourhood ; 
he and I met once more, but the old po- 
verty was still the barrier between us. My 
father again interfered, and said the ac- 
quaintance must end. Sir Stephen, piqued 
and enraged, left very suddenly one morn- 
ing, taking his child with him, to the sore 
dismay and trouble of good Mrs. Fisher. We 
heard nothing of him for weeks, till a deep, 
black-edged letter announced the baby's 
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death, and his own succession to the Lan- 
cashire fortune." 

" And my uncle, of course, offered no 
further objection to the marriage?" suggest- 
ed Lambton. 

" No, though I for a time withstood ; the 
thought of that dead woman would obtrude 
itself Would not her spirit haunt me for 
taking her place and living in luxury, and, 
as I then hoped, in happiness, with her 
money ? But Sir Stephen's winning words 
at length overcame my scruples, and for two 
years no clouds passed athwart our sun — 
till one day a letter fell into my hands which 
revealed enough of the truth to make me 
shudder with dismay, though from its tenor 
I imagined that the child still lived. I took 
it at once to Sir Stephen, and for the first 
time in my life I saw him infuriated with 
anger. He swore at me, raved at me, told 
me he had risked all for me, and that I was 
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the last person who should find fault with 
him." 

" Do you mean to say, Alice, that he own- 
ed his crime ?" 

" The letter was so plain he could not do 
otherwise ; but she was dead, he said, and 
it would do me no good, and him much 
harm, if I informed against him now. / in- 
form against him I — my husband I I never 
dreamt of such a thing; but I gradually 
grew to love him less and less. I closeted 
the fearful secret in my own breast, and 
changed slowly from the sprightly girl 
you once knew me to be, into the cold, 
stony woman you found me on your return. 
I feared lest any rash or careless word 
from me might injure my husband." 

"My poor darling Alice, what suffering 
has been yours I" 

"But she is alive, you tell me, Charlie, and 
Stephen is no murderer. I wonder why he 
took such pains to convince me of his guilt?" 
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" Because he knew that your pure, loyal 
mind would have revolted at the gross in- 
justice he was doing his child, and that you 
would have insisted on her being reinstated 
in her rights." 

" Ah," she said, thoughtfully, *' poor Ste- 
phen ! how sorely he must have been tennpt- 
ed before he did this thing I — what a weight 
will pass from his mind when he hears that 
all has been discovered and put straight !" 

" Alice, have you gone suddenly mad ? 
Why, you seem quite sorry for your husband 1" 

" Yes," she said, sadly, " my heart has 
softened towards him since he left me. I 
had been cold, and distant, and repellent 
for years — it was unwifely and unchristian, 
Charlie — the greater his crimes the more 
I should have sought to win him back from 
them ; instead of which, by cold indifference, 
I drove him into perpetrating fresh ones, 
and they lie at my door. He took to the 
turf and gambling, because his home was 
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ungenial ; he was faithless to his marriage 
vows, because his wife treated him with 
scorn." 

" You are indeed incomprehensible, like 
the rest of your sex ! How you can have 
one word to say in defence of such a black- 
guard as Stephen Denman has proved himself 
to be, I cannot conceive," said Lambton, 
as he paced up and down the room. . 

Her pale, withered face grew momentarily 
scarlet, but she did not answer him. Where 
is the true woman living who has not still a 
soft spot in her heart for the man she has 
loved in the bright sunny days of her youth, 
however grievous may have been his short- 
comings, however black his crimes? And 
Alice Denman, though she had sought to 
school herself into the belief that she loathed 
the very atmosphere in which Sir Stephen 
lived, yet was not altogether proof against 
those earlier recollections of how he had 
wooed and won her. 



L I L. 123 

" Tell me," then she said, as though to 
change the subject from the more immediate 
discussion of her husband's faults — " is Lil 
really, and without a doubt, Sir Stephen's 
daughter ? Do you know, Charlie, I have 
sometimes of late thought' that it might be 
so, for, notwithstanding Stephen's assurances 
that she was dead, he could not quite 
convince me that it was really true. I could 
not believe that the man I had once so 
loved could be so vile and base !" 

Lambton's brow contracted at the mention 
of her love for Denman, and he answered 
shortly — 

*'His deed was vile and base enough 
even as it stands now. If you had any 
suspicion of the truth, why did you not give 
me a clue ? You might have saved me a 
great deal of trouble." 

She looked at him sorrowfully ; the 
meaning of those fractious words was not 
lost on her. 
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" You forget that my tongue was tied," 
she said. Then she continued, musingly, 
" Dear Lil, henceforth she shall be to me 
even as a daughter." 

" You jump at conclusions very rapidly 
this morning, Alice. You seem to forget 
that you have yet to inquire whether the 
young lady in question is desirous of recog- 
nizing the relationship." 

Lady Denman's eyes filled with tears. 

" Charlie, this from you ? I did not 
think you could be so unkind." 

"Alice, forgive me — I am worried — 
angry. I would not have had your name 
mixed up with this bad business for all the 
universe, if I could have helped it ; and I 
am almost beside myself with annoyance." 

She held out her hand to him. 

" Does Lil know of the discovery ?" she 
asked. 

" Miss Gray is going to tell her this very 
day. Poor child 1 I am afraid that the 
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riches which she ought to have inherited 
have made themselves wings, and have fled 
away, for that rascal Forster has decamped 

to America with everything he could rea- 
lize." 

"This then was the reason he was so 
anxious to marry the girl. There must be 
some little good in the man after all, 
Charlie." 

" Good which no one would detect but 
yourself, my dear Alice. He only wanted 
to marry her in order to make his own 
position sure. As her husband the pro- 
perty was indisputably his ; and now, in- 
stead of refunding it, he has cut and run 
like a thief Good sort of man that — 
very." 

"You forget that he was deceived him- 
self — by Stephen," she said, in a low, trem- 
bling voice. Then she rose, and threw back 
her head, as though she would jerk away 
the painful thoughts which would crowd 
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upon her. ** But tell me, Charlie, will Lil 
get nothing ?" 

" I scarcely know yet what will be saved 
from the wreck. There has not been much 
time to investigate matters. He has not 
carried the Lancashire estate to America ; 
but I expect that is about all he has left," 
said Lambton, with a ghastly effort at a 
joke. " I will say one thing for your hus- 
band, Alice — he fell into very bad hands. 
That fellow Mugger, who was his lawyer, is, 
if anything, a bigger blackguard than Forster. 
It seems that, when Denraan took the child 
away from Mrs. Fishers care, he went 
with it to Mugger's office ; and he it was 
who, assisted by that old -brute, Mrs. Daly, 
concocted a plan for the suppression of the 
child, and provided a false certificate of her 
death." 

"But how has all this been found out? 
Surely Mugger has not told of himself?" 
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" No ; but Mrs. Daly has for hira. She 
has taken to drinking since then, and would 
sell her soul for a pint of gin." 

Lady Denman shuddered. 

" And these are the people who were my 
husband's associates and instruments I But 
go on, Charlie, you have not yet put all the 
links together." 

" Well, Denman, as many other criminals 
have done before him, boggled somewhat, 
for he left the very letter unsealed in Mrs. 
Fishers room, announcing to Mugger that 
he and the child would be with him on the 
morrow. After he was gone the good lady 
found it, and read it ; and then, wise woman 
like, she put it away. When Forster was 
down in that part of the world a few months 
ago, he cross-questioned her, and she showed 
it to him. Being previously aware that 
Mugger had something to do with Lil, here 
was the link he wanted to identify the child. 
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I was a much longer time ferreting out all 
these particulars than Forster had been, for 
I had much scantier information to begin 
with. However, I had very nearly collected 
all my evidence, when Mrs. Daly suddenly 
appeared on the scene, and, for a ten*pound 
note, confided all her share in the business 
to Miss Gray. She was disgusted, I believe, 
at Forster for having skedaddled to America 
without paying her anything, and the funds 
from Denman have long since stopped." 

" How strange it seems," said Lady Den- 
man, " that after so many years it should all 
come to light ! " 

" It would be stranger if it had all re- 
mained hidden. Bad deeds are like a vol- 
cano, they are sure to flame forth sooner or 
later." 

At this moment the door burst suddenly 
open, and Lil, unannounced, and breathless, 
rushed into the room. 

** Lady Denman — dear Lady Denman I" 
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she cried, and threw her arms round her 
neck and kissed her, before Alice had time 
to recover from her surprise at her unex- 
pected appearance. 
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CHAPTER Vni. 



THE SISTEBS* 



I710R a few moments after Lil's entrance 
-*- there were no words spoken. Lambton 
stood and watched the two women as they 
lay sobbing in each other's arms. Then, as 
Lil, who was the first to recover herself, 
raised her head, and smiling through her 
tears, held out her hand to him, he wrung it 
warmly* He felt he had wronged her ; for 
Charlie Lambton was one of those who did 
not altogether understand Lil — he had 
thought her cold, and hard, and repellent ; 
he had not made sufficient allowances for 
her early training, nor discovered the gener- 
ous impulses which, hidden under a rough 
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coating, were perpetually prompting her to 
be great and noble. He had been very 
sceptical when Miss Gray and old Brown 
had both felt so very sure that LiVs be- 
haviour, when she should be told about her 
birth, would leave nothing for her friends to 
desire. Charlie Lambton had never been 
one of her most zealous partisans, and had 
probably only taken up the inquiry into 
her antecedents because he felt that it was 
due in justice to the girl ; but now he almost 
loved her, for her kindness and consideration 
to his dear cousin. However, he wisely 
thought that they would get on better alone; 
so, promising Lady Denman that he would 
return soon, he forthwith took his depart* 
ure, and left them to realize, if possible, the 
relationship which had sprung up between 
them. 

For a long half-hour they sat there; and, 
though there was a painful memory for 
both as they thought of Sir Stephen's crime, 

k2 
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yet no jar arose to disturb their perfect 
amity ; and Lil was beginning to regard the 
father she had never seen with far less hor- 
ror and anger since she had heard his meek, 
sorrow-stricken wife plead gently in his de- 
fence. But beings who had been so widely 
estranged were not to nestle down into 
near and close unity without some conflict. 
The door burst suddenly open, and Sophy 
dashed impetuously into the room. 

" What is this I hear ?" she cried. 
"Mamma, of course you will be able to 
give it the lie ? " Then she stopped, as she 
saw Lil, who was sitting in her favourite 
attitude, on a low footstool at Lady Den- 
man's feet. Alice's thin white hand rest- 
ed lovingly on the girl's beautiful head, 
who looked up at her the while with won- 
dering eyes, as she listened to all there was 
to tell of a kindred from whom she had 
been an alien and an outcast. Lil rose 
when Sophy entered, and for a moment the 
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two sisters stood and looked at each other. 

" We are sisters, Sophy — ^shall we not be 
friends?" said Lil; and she would have 
kissed her, but Sophy turned sharply away, 
and, without answering, went up to her 
mother. 

*' Tell me it is not true l" she cried. " I 
would rather die than share my father's 
name with her !" 

*' My darling child, be calm, I implore 
you. Remember you and I and Freddy 
are the intruders — not Lil." 

"Don't say that, dear Lady Denman. I 
am sure I should never think it," said Lil. 
*M am so glad to have relations who be- 
long to me, and would love you all so 
much, if Sophy would only let me." 

" I have no doubt you would I" and 
Sophy stamped her foot with anger. " But 
if mamma is willing to accept as a daughter 
the first street-girl who sets up for the place, 
she won't find me taken in by such balder- 
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dash, and calling her sister quite so readily.** 
"Sophy, Sophy, you will be sorry for 
these rash words 1" said her mother gently. 

For a nQoraent the colour mantled angrily 
on Lil's white brow, but she suppressed the 
wrathful words which rose to her lips. Miss 
Gray's old recommendations to be tender 
and loving to Sophy were not forgotten now 
that they seemed to savour of prophecy; and 
for Lady Denman's sake, too, she wished to 

conciliate her newlj^-found sister. 

" Lil of the black alley can scarcely ex- 
pect to be received without a struggle, but 
I hope Sophy will get accustomed to me 
soon. Remember, dear, for our father's 
sake, we should, if possible, be at unity. If 
we quarrel and make our private annoyances 
patent to the world, we give ill-natured 
gossips the opportunity to cavil at the past." 

" Don't preach to me !" cried Sophy furi- 
ously. " I hated you from the first moment 
I saw you! You are always, preaching. 
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Who asked you to come here and tell me 
what my duty is to my father ?" Then she 
burst into tears. " Oh I mother, mother, 
say it is not true I Papa never did this 
thing ! lil is not his daughter — and before 
me too I" and she laid her head on her mo< 
ther's shoulder, and sobbed violently. 

Lady Denman tried to soothe her as best 
she could, but she too had been much 
troubled by the agitating events of the 
morning, and she had no energy left to 
combat this wild outbreak. 

" Patience, patience, my beloved child," 
was all she could say; and her own jaded, 
worn-out look told better than words could 
ever have done, how she had striven to 
exercise that hardest perhaps of all the 
Christian virtues, and how she had not 
wholly failed. 

" And you can sit calmly there, and bid 
me be patient, mamma! I am surprised 
to think that you should, for a moment. 
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believe this string of lies which has been 
concocted against papa; but, if his wife 
won't defend him in his absence, his child 
will, for no one will persuade me that this 
is anything but a plot to set up that street- 
girl everybody has been making such a fool 
of Seton told me " 

" Silence !" said Lil, for the first time 
growing stern and hard. "We will not 
hear any of Seton Carruthers's vile insinua- 
tions, save in his own presence. It is 
scarcely likely that he will make the same 
proposals to Miss Denman that he did to 
Lil Daly. It is fortunate that caste has 
some prerogatives." 

" Then there was a love-passage between 
you and Seton? I always thought it," 
cried Sophy ; " and I suppose it is in order 
to get him away from me that you are try- 
ing to set yourself up as a lady." 

Lil smiled scornfully. 

" Far be it from me to seek to separate 
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you from your lover, unless it were for your 
own good ; but I fear me, ray poor Sophy, 
* two archbishops and a martyr to boot ' 
would not succeed in making you view 
Seton Camithers in his true character, so I 
shall not attempt it. Wilful folk must have 
their own way." 

"Mamma, do you hear her? Am I to 
be insulted thus — in my own home, too ? " 

" Lil does not wish to insult you, I am 
sure, dear Sophy ; but, recollect, you have 
been very rough and rude to her." 

" If I am expected to open my arms and 
receive her as you have done, mamma, the 
sooner I go away the better, for I will never 

do it — never — never — never I" 

* 

Lady Denman did not answer, but lay 
back in her chair, and looked as if she were 
going to faint. Lil, however, walked up to 
her sister, and once more tried to conciliate 
her. She could not shake off the feeling of 
antipathy which had arisen when she first 
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saw Sophy, but she would have used every 
effort to get rid of it, if the girl herself would 
only have helped her, for a great many 
points of her own character were reproduced 
in the wayward Sophy, and she could not 
help reflecting how like her she would pro- 
bably have been, save for Mr. Brown's and 
Miss Gray's loving care. But Sophy would 
have none of her endearments, and repelled 
all her advances with angry scorn. The 
thought that this girl, on whom she had 
always looked with contempt, should all of 
a sudden rise up to share with her her 
father's name, galled her to the quick, and, 
with all the impetuosity of extreme youth, 
she resolved to rebel against it to the very 
end. 

A few minutes later little Freddy came 
into the room, and with child-like pleasure 
over a new excitement, he danced up to Lil, 
and kissed her, as he said — 

" Cousin Charlie tells me you are my new 
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sister. How funny 1 — I thought new sisters 
were always babies 1" 

Then Sophy's cup of bitterness was well- 
nigh full, and she dealt the unsuspecting 
child a slap which made the light flash in 
his eyes. 

" Don't, Sophy ; you are always hurting 
me. I hope ray new sister will be kinder," 
said the boy, blinking, and trying to suppress 
his tears ; he had much of his mother's patient 
endurance. 

Lil caught him in her arms and covered 
his face with kisses. Sophy watched them 
angrily for a moment, then, as though she 
could endure the sight no longer, she rushed 
away upstairs, into her own little room, 
where, having locked the door, she threw 
herself on the bed and gave way to a violent 
fit of hysterical weeping. No one disturbed 
her or went near her; Lady Denman knew, as 
a rule, Sophy's safety-valve was tears, and she 
hoped when the storm was past that she 
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would look more calmly and quietly on the 
family trouble. But in this she was mis- 
taken. Sophy was too annoyed and enraged 
to allow half an hour's tears to clear the 
horizon of her mind ; and when she rose at 
last, the violence of her emotions somewhat 
exhausted, and washed her face and shook 
out her black hair, ihey were no kindlier 
feelings towards Lil which contracted her 
brow ; and the determination to do some- 
thing desperate, in order to prevent herself 
from having this hateful elder sister always 
about her path, lording it over her on every 
occasion, grew stronger and stronger. 

She would talk to Carruthers, and hear 
what he would suggest ; surely he would be 
as little pleased as she was; unless — ah, 
yes, there was always that hateful suspicion 
about him and Lil — well, that was all the 
more reason that she should do something 
to remove her at once, though what that 
something was to be, Sophy could in no wise 
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determine. She must be quiet, and watch 
the ball as it rolled ; it must stop sooner or 
later, and then perhaps she would be able 
to give it a kick in her turn. Yes, she would 
gulp down her dissatisfaction as well as she 
could, and try to look pleased, or at all 
events indifferent. A girl brought up as Lil 
had been must trip in some way before 
many days were over, and it would be very 
strange if she could not seize the occasion to 
overthrow her altogether. 

In the first burst of her indignation, she 
had almost determined, when Major Car- 
ruthers came, to break with him for ever, 
rather than share, as she suspected she was 
doing, an admiration which was more than 
half devoted to Lil. But jealousy was 
rapidly assisting the spirit of intrigue to de- 
velop itself in this girl's nature ; .and when, an 
hour or two later, Seton Carruthers came to 
see her, the clouds had all cleared off her 
brow, and Sophy had never appeared more 
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amiable or more pleasing. She told him 
herself of Lil's relationship to them, without 
expressing any disapprobation, though she 
watched him keenly the while. But Seton 
Carruthers was a better actor than she was, 
a thorough man of the world ; he had been 
put to the test by far too many women to 
let this little chit, scarcely out of the school- 
room, discover at will anything he deemed it 
expedient to hide. It Was, however, with no 
pleasurable emotions that he heard the news 
Sophy had to communicate. In Carruthers's 
eyes she was not to be compared with Lit ; 
he had taken to her partly because the little 
puss had flattered him — and what man is 
insensible to flattery ? — and partly because 
there was a something about Sophy which 
reminded him of Lil — though it was Lil 
in a coarsec, rougher mould. How he 
cursed himself for his past short-sightedness ! 
She had truly said he would never have 
ventured to make the same advances to 
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Miss Denman which he had made to the 
old blind woman's nameless companion. 
He not only regretted the impression which, 
in his vanity, he thought he might other- 
wise have made, but it was very galling to 
know that the few sensibilities of which he 
still remained possessed would be continually 
violated by her contempt and scorn when- 
ever they met, which he was afraid now 
would be more frequently than he cared to 
contemplate. Such being the case, Sophy 
would have found a very ready coadjutor, 
if she had ventured to confide to Seton the 
desire she had to get rid of Lil at almost 
any cost. But haunted by the suspicion of 
some old liaison between them, and fearful 
that he would betray her, she changed the 
conversation speedily to other matters, and 
talked and flirted with him, under the 
conviction that she was more likely to 
keep him thus than by making an exhibi- 
tion of jealous fury. To a certain ex- 
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tent, she succeeded, for Seton Carruthers 
liked the girl, or he would never have 
allowed her to cast her chains about him ; 
but it was not in his nature to be very faith- 
ful to any woman, and Sophy's jealousy 
would have been by no means set at rest, 
had she seen him, on his homeward way, 
pass slowly by the house in which Lil re- 
sided, while he wondered how she would 
grace her new dignity, and wished he had 
the pluck to go in and congratulate her upon 
it. 

Poor little Sophy 1 she had not chosen a 
very enviable lot in life when she elected 
to become Seton Carruthers's wife ; and yet 
she was very well satisfied with his visit. 
He had been more loving and tender 
than usual, for he was playing a part, al- 
though she did not guess it. The thought 
of her own speedily approaching marriage, 
too, enabled her to be more complaisant 
than if she were quite at the mercy of this 
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elder sister, with her newly-assumed rights ; 
so that, notwithstanding the small tempest 
which was raging in Sophy's breast, the 
events of every-day life went on much as 
usual. Ill words very frequently beget 
strife, but as no one took the trouble to 
respond to Sophy's when they did occa- 
sionally break out, in spite of her eflfort at 
self-control, no mischief for the present, at 
all events, seemed likely to occur. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

MOUSIE TAKES THE INITIATIVE. 

-L*^-"- you/' said Ned Boycott, as he 
came quickly into the room where Sissy 
was sitting sewing; and the hot blood, 
which had now been so long stagnant, 
coursed back freely through her pallid 
cheeks as she saw the foreign post-mark on 
the missive Ned held out to her, and re- 
cognised the sprawling, unscholar-like hand- 
writing of the absent Will. It was but a 
word or two, to say that he should be home 
in a very few weeks, when he hoped to 
claim his little wife, for the last cruise had 
been a fortunate one. He knew scarcely 
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anything of caligraphy or orthography, did 
Will Jervis — ^like Martine, " il veut toute sa 
vie offenser la grammaire," — but he knew 
enough to make Sissy's heart palpitate, as 
she turned to her brother, and threw her 
arms about his neck, while she wept happy 
tears upon his shoulder. When, however, 
after a moment she looked up at him, to see 
if he rejoiced at the good tidings she had re- 
ceived, she started back as she saw his wan, 
sad look. 

" Oh I Ned, tell me— what is it ? Have 
I been glad too soon ? Has any bad news 
come since this letter ?" 

"Foolish little mouse, how could it? 
Why, I have but this instant taken it from 
the postman at the gate. What makes you 
think so ?" 

" You look so grave and sorrowful ; and 

* 

I thought you would have been 80 glad for 
me." 

" And 80 I am, mousie. I am only tired 

l2 
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and ill, and cannot shake off my depression. 
I believe that school is too much for me. I 
must ask for a short holiday, and see what 
a change will do." And he pushed his hair 
wearily back off his brow. 

But Sissy's woman's instincts were not so 
easily deceived. She was ignorant of the 
world's ways, and had received but a very 
small modicum of education ; but she had a 
big heart, and love is a wonderful teach- 
er. She shook her head sadly — all the 
joy over her speedy re-union with her ab- 
sent love had been changed into sorrow for 
Ned, as she looked at his sunken eyes, pale 
face, and careless, dejected gait, so unlike 
that of the frank, buoyant young school- 
master who, but a few short months ago, 
full of hope in the future, had taken up 
his quarters in the comfortable gable-roofed 
school-house. 

" You must not be left here alone when 
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I am married," she said, as she put her hand 
on his shoulder. 

Ned shook her off with a roughness which 
was very unusual to him, and walked quick- 
ly to the window. Unwittingly she had 
touched the open wound, and repeated 
those very words of Lil's which had given 
him so many anxious, bewildering thoughts. 

** Women should not meddle with what 
they don't understand," he said, as he stood 
with his back to her, and looked at the 
chimney-pots opposite. " I can take care of 
myself — never you fash your head about it." 

Sissy did not answer him ; but when at 
last he turned, he saw the tear-drops 
trickling slowly and silently down her white 
cheeks. 

" Mousie, forgive me ; but I am ill and 
irritable, and I cannot help it. Get your 
wedding-clothes ready, lass, and don't let 
brother Ned's crossness bother your little 
head. The work will grow lighter, and I 
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shall be better when the Summer comes." 
Then he kissed her, and strode away, and 
she heard him go up the staircase, and bolt 
himself into his own room. 

And Sissy sat on and thought. What 
could all this mean ? — and what could she 
do to alter matters? Should she go and 
seek out Mr. Brown, and tell him how 
things were with Ned? But she shrank 
back timidly from the task* Sissy was rather 
frightened and shy with Mr. Brown ; besides, 
she did not think that any man would enter 
into all the reasons why she supposed that 
Ned was unhappy. She had not studied 
human nature very carefully, or she would 
probably have felt that men were much 
more likely to be helpful and considerate 
than women, who, as a rule, can bear to 
witness mental suffering far less unflinching- 
ly than men. But all these theories on the 
respective merits of the sexes were totally 
unknown to Sissy, who only felt very 
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frightened and bewildered at the idea of 
carrying her little tale of hopes and fears 
for Ned to Mr. Brown, But that she would 
do something, she resolved ; and at last she 
made up her mind to seek out lil, and tell 
her at once how unjust, how wrong it was 
of her to tamper with Ned's happiness. 
And Sissy's indignation against Lil rose in 
proportion as her determination to go to 
her grew stronger, till at last the quiet, pas- 
sive little Sissy had worked herself up to 
a pitch of wrath which would somewhat 
astonish Lil, if she only managed to keep 
her " courage screwed to the sticking-place," 
and did not succumb into the "little mousie " 
again, as soon as she found herself face to 
face with the imperious beauty whom, in her 
humility, she had always deemed so superior 
to herself. 

In the afternoon, then, as soon as Ned 
was safely shut in the school, she put on her 
bonnet and sallied forth. It was not often 



152 X I L. 

that Sissy went so far alone, and she had 
never been to Mayfair before ; but she felt 
much stronger and braver than usual — her 
newly-born determination to do something 
for Ned seemed to have brought with it a 
surprising degree of strength. Once arrived 
at Miss Gray's house, her hand trembled 
somewhat as she rang the bell ; but still her 
voice was tolerably steady as she asked for 
Miss Daly. She was admitted at once, and 
shown into the little studio. Seated before 
the fire, in by no means the most elegant 
of attitudes or the best of humours, was 
Sophy Denman. She turned her head as 
Sissy entered, but she did not vouchsafe to 
move. The little mouse flinched when she 
saw a stranger ; she had nerved herself up 
to say what she had to say to Lil, but for 
this unexpected meeting she was totally un- 
prepared ; nor did Sophy's reception of her 
tend to re-assure her. 

" Who are you ? — ^if you want Miss Gray 
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or Lil you will have to wait, as I have. 
They are engaged on business of import- 
ance ;" and she tossed her head with a sneer. 

*' My name is Sissy Boycott, and I don't 
mind waiting," said Siss, meekly, shaking all 
over the while. 

" Oh ! you are Sissy Boycott, are you ? I 
have heard of you — one of Lil's gutter-ac- 
quaintances. So she has not done with you 
yet, notwithstanding her finery ; it seems she 
has still to learn that oil and water won't 
mix." 

" I am sure I don't want to intrude on 
her," said Sissy, beginning to cry ; " I only 
wanted to say a few words to her, on a sub- 
ject very dear to me." 

" Pray don't snivel, for it is a bore, and 
I want to be amused, not bored — draw that 
chair close to the fire and sit down — ^you 
look petrified with cold or fright, or some- 
thing ; and now tell me in what way Lil 
can help you — ^perhaps I should do as well. 
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I am not altogether powerless, and I am 
going to be married soon.'* 

Oh! no," said Sissy, shrinking back, 

I do not think it would be any good to 
tell you — you don t know anything about 
it" 

" You can't tell what I know. YiTho am I ?" 

Sissy shook her head. 

" There, you see how ignorant you are, 
and how far more likely I may be to help 
you than you imagine." 

Sissy did not answer, only stood looking 
very uncomfortable, and wishing with all her 
heart that she had never come. This rude, 
rough, unmannered girl frightened her 
dreadfully, though she could not help think- 
ing that there was a something about her 
which bore a resemblance to Lil. 

" Well, never mind — sit down," persisted 
Sophy, bent on being amused at Sissy's ex- 
pense while she was waiting. " I suppose 
all her early acquaintances will expect Lil 
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to do something for them, now that she has 
been put up in life ; but they are thoroughly 
mistaken, for I don't believe she will get 
much money after all, and she will have to 
help her own kith and kin first." 

Sissy stared blankly in astonishment. 
What did she mean ? •* Lil's kith and kin!" 
No one had ever heard of her having any, 

** Come, don't look idiotic. You surely 
are not going to pretend that you don't know 
that they say this Lil has turned out to be 
Sir Stephen Denman's daughter, and conse- 
quently claims to be my half-sister, though 
I don't mean to recognize the relationship." 

Still for a moment or two Sissy did not 
speak, so stupefied did the announcement 
make her ; then she said slowly, 

" Oh I my poor, poor Ned ! — what will 
become of you now ?" 

" And who is Ned ?" asked Sophy. 

" My brother ; iind he loves Lil so very 
dearly," answered Siss, taken entirely off her 
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guard, ID her intense astonishment at what 
she had heard. 

** So your brother loves Lil ; and I sup- 
pose she does not return his affection as she 
ought?" suggested Sophy, anxious to get all 
the information she could out of this inno- 
cent child. 

^' Ah I that is just what I came to talk to 
her about. She is very unkind to Ned. 
Why does she not send him right away, to 
get over his disappointment as best he can, 
now that she has become too fine a lady to 
think of the likes of him ?" 

" Oh I then she did love him once?" asked 
Sophy. 

" I don't know whether she did or not. 
Anyhow, she made him believe so. But I 
don't think it could be a right kind of love 
— not the kind Ned has for her." 

Sophy Denman's countenance beamed with 
pleasure. Here was the very thing she 
wanted — a handle she could use against Lil. 
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^'So she has been tampering with the 
affections of this young schoolmaster, has 
she r said Miss Spite to herself. " Well, if 
I cannot get her into a mess now, I am a 
fool, that is all t Of course she must be 
made to marry this low man, and to return 
to the canaiUey as Seton calls it, from whom 
she ought never to have been taken." Then 
she put on a grave expression as she ad- 
dressed Sissy. 

" How very wrong ! I did not think Lil 
would have been guilty of such meanness. 
Trust to me, child, and say nothing to any- 
one. I will see your brother righted." 

" Oh 1 but I am afraid I ought never to 
have told you. Please don't do anything 
rash. Ned will be so angry. I meant only 
to have had a little talk with Lil, and now I 
have let out the whole secret to you." 

"So much the better. You have acted 
very wisely. Promise you will have no talk 
at all with Lil, but will leave it entirely to 
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me. I have seen much more of the world 
than you have, and am consequently far 
more likely to succeed in this business than 
you are." 

" Oh I yes, of course — you are a lady, I 
am only a sempstress; but I wish I had 
never come. If I had known that Lil was 
a real lady now, I am sure I would not have 
•meddled in her affairs for the world." 

"Ladies and gentlemen are always true 
to their engagements," answered Sophy, with 
a sneer. " So if Lil have really formed one 
with your brother, of course she wijl keep 
it." 

" Oh I but I do not know that she has. I 
think not — Ned looks so wretched. Oh! 
how I wish I had never interfered ! " 

"Then shut up!" exclaimed Sophy, re- 
lapsing into her usual cross, slangish way, 
now that she had obtained all the informa- 
tion she needed. " You bore me with your 
doubts and fears. I have told you I will 
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manage the thing, and why don't you leave 
it?" 

But Sissy was by no means reconciled ; 
she felt she had got herself into a terrible 
strait, and she did not know which she 
dreaded the most, Lil's anger or Ned's silent 
annoyance, when they should find out what 
she had done. Nor was her vexation at all 
lessened when, a minute or two later, lil 
came into the room, and received her with 
an acclamation of delight. 

" The dear little white mouse ! I am so 
glad to see you I Of course you have come 
to wish me joy ? Why, Sissy, when I used 
to come and worry you with my hopes and 
fears about the future, we never thought it 
would come to this — did we, dear ?" 

Sissy dared not say ; she had known no- 
thing of the discovery of Lil's relations till 
about five minutes before, so she only stam- 
mered and looked foolish, which Lil attri- 
buted to her natural shyness, and so talked 
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and laughed and pett^ her, vainly striving 
to put poor Sissy at her ease. If that sneer- 
ing Miss Denman would only have gone 
away, she felt she could have thrown her 
arms round Lil's neck and told her every- 
thing ; but Sophy was far too wide-awake to 
do anything of the sort — she sat on by the 
fire, pretending to read, but putting in that 
disagreeable word every now and then which 
was just enough to keep the little party out 
of joint. 

Lil was very excited, and chattered away 
with an unusual amount of volubility; it 
was as though she dreaded any allusion to 
Ned, whose name was not mentioned, till 
at last Sissy told her of the letter she had 
received that morning from Will Jervis, 
and that he was coming home soon to marry 
her. Then in a moment Lil's noisy prattle 
ceased, and she grew scarlet, then deadly 
white. So soon must the decision be made. 
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For the first time since she had found her 
proper place in the world did she remember 
her promise to Ned — that she would answer 
him ay or nay when Will Jervis came to 
claim Sissy, — and it was to be in a few weeks 
now. It had been all excitement with her 
for the last day or two, and she had be- 
stowed but little thought on her lovers; 
when she had, perhaps it was to wonder 
what Antoine Verdier would think when he 
heard that she was really Sir Stephen Den- 
man's daughter — of poor Ned she had not 
thought at all. But now she asked trem- 
ulously, 

" What does Ned say about my parents 
having really been found at last ?" 

" I hardly know," answered Sissy, look- 
ing very frightened. " Perhaps he has not 
heard." 

"Not heard 1 — Ned not heard! Why, 
he was one of the most active promoters of 
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the inquiry. Ah 1 1 see, he does not make 
a confidante of you, mousie." There was a 
pause for some minutes, Sophy watching 
keenly over the top of her book the while ; 
then lil said very slowly, "Tell Ned to 
come and see me ; I want to speak to him. 
You will not forget ?" 

^^Is she going to give him his dismissal?'' 
thought both her listeners ; but their feelings 
on the subject were very different. Sissy 
hoped that it might be so, and that he 
should be set free to love again in his own 
sphere, as she trusted he would ere long. 
Sophy resolved to use her utmost endea- 
vours to bring this marriage about ; it was 
the very opportunity she wanted, to push 
Lil back into the life from whence she 
heartily wished she had never been 
raised. And Lil, quite unconscious of 
the little plots which were being woven 
around her, lay back in her sofa-corner, and 



J 



LIL. 163 

talked tranquilly on, till presently Sissy rose 
to go ; then Sophy's jealousy was once more 
excited, for Lil made more fuss, she thought, 
over that low sewing-girl than she had ever 
made over her, and she was her own sister 
after all. So thoroughly was Sophy's charac- 
ter made up of inconsistencies, that though 
refusing to recognise the relationship at 
one moment, she was seriously offended the 
next because it did not receive full preced- 
ence; and she pouted and sulked because 
Sissy was taken down to be introduced to 
Miss Gray, and petted and made much of by 
Lil. In fact, the whole treatment Sissy re- 
ceived was gall and wormwood to Sophy, to 
whom Lil, ever since her vain effort to con- 
ciliate her in her mothers drawing-room, 
had behaved with uniform politeness, but 
very coldly and distantly. She had arrived 
at the conclusion that, if she meant to gain 
Sophy's respect or love, it must be by tacitly 
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shewing herself to be her superior, and. 
never allowing herself to be browbeaten or 
inveigled into an angry argument. 
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CHAPTER X. 



DOUBTS AND FEARS. 



" A Y, mousie, I know it all full well," 
•^^ had been Ned's answer, when Sissy 
told him the wonderful news she had 
heard at Miss Gray's ; and then the subject 
had dropped between them, for she dared 
venture to say no more. She had given him 
Lil's message, but, as far as she knew, it had 
received no attention, for some days had 
passed and he did not make any journej^ 
westwards. He evidently more than half 
expected Lil to come there, for any sound 
of wheels or unusual bustle in the long street 
would make him start and colour like a 
nervous girl, but still she came not ; she wajs 
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as perplexed as he was over the new turn 
events had taken, and far too undecided in 
her views to seek out an interview which 
she would only too willingly have put off 
for ever, had not her best feelings told her 
that an explanation of some sort was due 
from her to Ned. However, if he did not 
care to come for it, she need do nothing 
more — at all events not yet. 

But if they who should have been the 
most interested were in no hurry to bring 
this little episode of their lives to a crisis, 
Sophy Denman's patience was becoming 
quite exhausted. She had gone each day to 
Miss Gray's, in the hope of hearing some- 
thing, but was always disappointed. Ned's 
name was never mentioned, and she began 
to fear that Lil had finally dismissed him. 
Sophy, however, did not intend any little 
story which might tell against Lil to pass 
without making some use of it, so she re- 
solved to don the gracious manners of Miss 
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Denman's younger sister, and pay a conde- 
scending visit to the £ast-end school-house. 
Our grandmothers might have asked how 
this young lady could carry out this scheme 
unknown to her family and friends, but 
times have changed since their ashes were 
committed to the dust ; the young ladies of 
the present day are very unfettered by con- 
ventionality, and go, and come, and act, and 
think, amenable to no authority. 

So, to Sissy's no small dismay, she was one 
morning surprised by the appearance of this 
not very welcome visitor. 

" Is Lil ill ?" she asked breathlessly. 

" Oh no, she is very well, but — I believe 
she thinks it very strange and unkind that 
your brother has not been to see her ; at all 
events, she is brooding over something — I 
fancy it is that.** 

Considering that Sophy knew nothing 
whatever of Lil's affairs, this was rather a 
bold shot, but it hit its mark. 
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*^* I woiid^ why Ned does not go ? It is 
▼ery odd T said Sissy, nmsiiigly. ^^ I gave 
him her mesBage."* 

^ Perhaps he is shy,** suggested the 
other. '^ I should like to see him. Where 
is he?" 

^* In the sdiool ; he will be home in a few 
minates now. But what do you want to 
see him for ? You are not going to tell him 
that I have said anything. Miss Denman ? " 

"Of course not, you silly little goose! 
As LiFs aster, will he think it so very 
strange that I should know something of 
her affairs?" 

** I wish Ned had never seen Lil 1 If he 
does not marry her, he will always regret it ; 
and if he does, he will be the most miser- 
able man that ever was born." 

*' Well, you don't give him much of a 
character for knowing his own mind. Ah ! 
I suppose this is he coming in at the gate — 
not bad-looking, on the whole; she might 
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do worse, if she can't get that long, fair 
beauty she was spoony upon a short time 
back." 

**Lil in love with another man, and 
dares to encourage Ned I" cried Sissy, her 
white face growing crimson, and her eyed 
opening very wide. 

" Hush ! don't call out in that foolish way 
— ^your brother will hear you." 

" I don't care if he does — he ought to 
know." 

" Pah I — I was an idiot to tell you. If 
you don't keep quiet, you shall hear no 
more. Now, then, introduce me, and don't 
be a fool — he is coming into the room." 

Ned's astonishment at seeing Sophy was 
very great, but he shook her warmly by the 
hand in his blunt fashion — bows and distant 
airs of politeness were unknown in the 
East-end school-house. 

" I wish to make acquaintance with my 
sisters friends, and I know you and the 
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little white mouse, as Lil calls her^ are 
reckoned among her firmest allies/* said 
Sophy, putting on her blandest manner. 

" Ay, the school-house was her home 
onqe ; but those days ate long gone by, Miss 
Denman, though they are not so very long 
ago either, but Miss Lil has passed as com- 
pletely out of our life now as if she had 
never been in it." 

" What nonsense I" said Sophy. " I am 
sure it will be your fault if she does — ^not 
hers.** 

** It were better so," he answered, meek- 
ly. "What should Sir Stephen Denman's 
daughter do * among the like of us ? It is 
not natural, and what isn't natural never 
flourishes." 

" But, surely, you do not think that peo- 
ple who have liked, perhaps loved, each 
other all their lives, are to be separated be- 
cause a bit of good-luck has befallen one of 
them ? It is very hard lines if it is so." 
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" My dear young lady, don't you know 
that the punishment for a £ault often falls 
more heavilv on the innocent than on the 
gnaty. There is blame enough in this case, 
God knows ! — and the blameless will proba- 
bly suffer for it, while the wicked will 
flourish like a green bay tree." 

*^ ^ How soon shall wicked men decay I 
Their place shall vanish quite away, 

Kor by the strictest search be found ; 
Whilst humble souls possess the. earth, 
Rejoicing still with godly mirth, 

With peace and plenty always crowned,* ^' 

quoted Sissy, gently, but in an admonitory 
tone. Her stock of general knowledge was 
not an extensive one, but she was neverthe- 
less intimately acquainted with Messrs. Tate 
and Brady. 

"For goodness sake don't repeat that 
rubbish !" cried Sophy, sharply. " Now I 
know where Lil has learnt all her preaching 
and psalm-singing ways. Besides, remem- 
ber you are alluding to my father — you * 
have no right to judge him." 
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Ned smiled ; he did not connect preaching 
and psalm -singing with his early recollec- 
tions of Lil, as he remembered the turbulent 
vehemence with which she would kick 
against the pricks at times. 

" Well, well," he said, " don't be angry, 
Miss Denman. I have no wish to be another 
man's judge. God knows what I may be 
tempted to do myself. But things are all 
changed of late ; and the sooner Miss Lil 
is weaned from her old companions and her 
old habits the better. I have often told the 
lass that Ned would never thwart her in 
aught that was for her weal, and I shall 
keep my word to the letter." 

" Then come and see Lil — she has sent 
for you." 

Ned looked at Miss Denman very fixedly 
for some moments, with the tears in his 
honest eyes. 

" Are you her messenger?" he asked. 

** I am her sister," she answered, evasively. 
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" And she really wants me to come to 
her?" 

" Of course she does." 

Then he went on talking, partly to him- 
self. ^' She has a big soul, has Lil ; and if I 
thought she wanted to elevate brother Ned 
out of sheer generosity and gratitude, I 
would cut off my right hand before I would 
allow her to do this thing ; but if the lass is 
lonesome and unhappy among all these 
great folk, then — woes me I woes me ! it is 
a hard thing to understand the workings of 
a woman's mind." 

" There are none so blind as those who 
will not see," said Sophy, pointedly. 

She was determined tp improve the occa- 
sion, if possible; and events were working 
far more in her favour than she could have 
expected. The only little mistake she had. 
made was in alluding before Sissy ta the 
absent Verdier ; but she hoped these '' poor 
people," as she contemptuously called theru, 
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would forget it, in the great honour of an 
alliance with a Denman. Little did Sophy 
know how small in value was this worldly 
grandeur in their eyes, in comparison with 
the happiness which true love and mutual 
respect alone can beget: 

" It is better to look soberly in a subdued 
light than to let your eyes be blinded with 
too much gas," was Ned's answer to her last 
remark. 

"But you will go and see Lil — ^she is 
still at Miss Gray's." 

" Little good can come of it. It were 
best to wait. However, Til go if she wishes 
it." 

" How tiresome and irritating you are I" 
cried Sophy, stamping her foot. "How 
many times am I to tell you that she wants 
you ? If Seton Carr uthers required so much 
whipping up, I would cut him at once." 

" It is not want of love, but want of faith 
in my own merits that keeps me back," said 
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Ned, oolouring. ^' Reoollect, I am no gen- 
tleman." 

" Well, never mind all that. You come 
and see Lil. And now I must be o£P, for I 
came on the sly to pay you a visit, and I 
shall be missed." 

" Then don't do it again, my dear young 
lady. Deceit is never a thriving plant." 

" Pooh ! — keep that for your copy-books 
— ^it is a neat phrase. Good-bye, Sissy, 
Mind you ask your relations', leave all round 
before you come and return my visit." 

And the flighty, noisy Sophy, having 
taken her departure, the brother and sister 
were left alone. Sissy was the first to break 
the silence. 

** What shall you do, Ned ?" 

^* It is past knowing, mouse, what is the 
best. I would not desert the lass if she 
really wants me, for that I love her you 
may have guessed long since; but yet I 
don't altogether see that I am the man for 
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her to take up with, now that her fortune 
and her friends are to the fore ; yet, if she 

loved me " 

" But she does not, my poor Ned — she 

« 

does not ; she is a hard, oold girl." 

**Tut, tut, mouse— mind what you are 
saying." 

"Let me speak, Ned. I have been 
silent all this long time, but I have grieved 
for you, nevertheless. Lil does not love 
you, my darling brother; she loves some 
fine, grand gentleman. Miss Denman told 
me so just now." 

" I know it, mouse," he answered, in a 
low tone ; " there is little you can tell me 
about Lil that I do not know already." 

" You know it, and you still go hanker- 
ing after her 1 — why, if anyone had told me 
tMs but your own self, Ned, I would not 
have believed them." 

" Well, well, perhaps not j and if it was 
all bright aad fair with the lass, I would sit 
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down quietly in my arm-chair, and bide 
with patience till better days came to my- 
self; but she is troubled and ill at ease, and 
I have pledged my word to see her through 
her diflSculties." 

** But now, Ned, surely she has plenty of 
friends without you ?" 

He turned round somewhat sharply. 

"There is the wound, mousie, and you 
are just probing it. I would not seem to 
neglect the lass, and yet I would not in- 
trude upon her fortune." 

" If she wants your assistance, she can 
come and ask for it herself — it would not 
be the first time. Don't go to her, Ned — 
don't go." 

"That is what my reason tells me, 
mousie, yet my heart yearns for the lass." 

" Have you ever seen her grand lover?" 

*• Ay have I, and I doubt if he is true to 
her." 

"So, if he prove faithless, she is going 
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to marry you !" cried Sissy, all aglow once 
more. " Ned — my dear, dear Ned, surely 
you will not allow yourself to be made such 
a tool r 

" Why, Sissy, I did not know you could 
get so excited," he answered, smiling. 

" I am indignant at Lil's treatment of 
you. I have been provoked for a long 
while — no girl has any right to behave as 
she has done." 

"The lass is not to blame — it is my 
fault." 

" So you say, you good old Ned, but I 
don't believe it a bit. Oh I how I wish we 
were back at the Yorkshire farm, and that 
you had never seen Lil 1" 

"And Will Jervis?" he suggested — "you 
would not have met him there." 

"Ah! when Will comes, I hope he will 
persuade you to go right away from all this 
danger, and never to see Lil any more. If 
she did what was right, she would send you 
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away. A poor man like you marrying a 
lady, as Lil is now, can never bring anything 
but misery to both." 

" Yet we were boy and girl together," he 
said, musingly. 

" She was always too much for you, Ned. 
She never seemed to belong to us, with her 
grand, fine airs; besides, she will never 
marry you — she is only fooling." 

Ned did not answer her, but walked up 
and down the room, as though resolving in 
his own mind what he should do ; and. 
Sissy's tongue once untied, she chattered on, 
abusing Lil both deservedly and undeserved- 
ly, after woman's fashion. Ned heard more 
of what she said than he pretended, and he 
felt she was right when she begged him at 
once and for ever to break off all communi- 
cation with Lil ; but the very conviction of 
their truth made her words all the more 
galling. Reason versus inclination is gene- 
rally an unfairly weighted struggle, and Ned 
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was as yet only at the starting-point, and 
could not make up his mind whether to 
venture on the race or not. Thus little Sissy 
came in for a share of the irritability which 
inevitably attends indecision, for he turned 
on her at last, and bade her be silent. He 
knew not, he said, by what right she inter- 
fered with his affairs, he was quite capable 
of managing them for himself; when he had 
become imbecile he would send for her. 

Sissy, her eyes suffused with tears, relapsed 
at once into her wonted silence. She had 
done all she could — she must leave the rest 
to God. 
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CHAPTER XL 

ANNETTE AND HER LOVERS. 

T T was indeed a trial for a girl like An- 
-■- nette Raspail, whose leisure hours had all 
been spent in coquetry, to be left to pass her 
days in an isolated farmhouse, with no com- 
panion save an old woman. True, Madame 
Firmin was a voluble chatterer, and her 
small talk did not altogether bore Annette 
Raspail as it had bored Mr. Verdier, yet it 
in no way made up to her for the absence of 
that admiration which had hitherto been the 
food on which she lived. Vanity was Made- 
moiselle Raspail's besetting sin, and, like 
most vain persons, she was incapable of ex- 
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periendng a pasaon. The sentiment of 
love she professed for Verdier was conse- 
quently quite insnffident to fill her thoughts 
when he himself was not present. Madame 
Firmin rather pitied the pauvre enfant^ as 
she called her ; for though, in her eyes, to 
be the object of Verdier s solicitude was the 
highest bliss which could befall a woman, 
yet, poor dear, she had just lost her father, 
and her handsome lover was so much taken 
up by his work of mercy that he came but sel- 
dom. It was not, therefore, surprising that she 
should be very dejected and ennuyee in her 
loneliness. So, with a Frenchwoman's true 
love of a fete^ Madame Firmin planned a 
day's amusement. A marriage was about to 
take place at the house of a cousin of hers, 
who lived at a farm some few miles distant ; 
and thither, notwithstanding her mourning, 
the good fermiere decided to take Annette ; 
and the girl was nothing loth, for she 
had arrived at that state of weariness when 
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any excitement, of however humble a nature, 
would be welcomed. 

Almost as soon as it was light, on one of 
the first warm mornings of Spring, they 
started off in the rude conveyance of the 
country, which jogged but slowly along the 
rough roads, still heavy with the Winter's 
mud; and though the distance which divided 
the two farms was no considerable one, yet 
they lay somewhat out of the usual track ; 
and between bad roads and heavy wheels, it 
would probably be nearly the middle of the 
day before they would arrive. Annette had 
no sympathies with the beauties of nature, 
or she would not have gazed unmoved as 
her eye fell for the first time on the pictur- 
esque scene which lay around her. As it 
was, she coiled herself up in the corner of 
the cart, and finished the sleep which had 
been disturbed by their early departure. 

Thus, without adventure, they arrived at 
their destination ; and Annette, true to her 
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vocation, prepared all her artillery to. van- 
quish the peasants who were to be her com- 
panions for the nonce. She had dressed 
herself in white for the occasion — how could 
she go to a wedding in black clothes ? — and 
with the inherent horror which she had of 
everything that was sombre or sad, right 
glad was she of the excuse to rid herself of 
them for a few hours. Yes, there was 
Antoine Verdier's promised bride, forgetful 
of all that had happened during the last few 
weeks, dancing, flirting, laughing — the gay- 
est of that noisy peasant throng ; while he 
is doing her woman's work among the side 
and the dying, and in his soft, kind heart 
pitying the girl who is so appalled at the 
sight of misery and death that she is forced 
to turn away and nurse her grief in solitude. 
Alas I how strangely do people deceive 
themselves in this world ! — and in matters 
too the most nearly connected with their 
own happiness; and Verdier, with all his 
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natural abilities and his cosmopolitanism, 
was no exception to the rule. There is an 
old Latin proverb, " Ubi amor ibi oculus ;" 
but in this case the eye had seen too clearly 
— as far at least as Lil was concerned ; 
while with Annette it probably was the very 
absence of love which prevented him from 
looking for those defects in her character 
which too late he might discover would 
prove his curse. Pity may be akin to love, 
but it is but a very poor substitute for it. 

And so the day wore on, and Annette 
was perfectly happy. She bestowed no 
thought on the handsome young painter 
who was about to sacrifice so much for her, 
but displayed all her unrivalled powers of 
coquetry for the gratification of a commis- 
voyageur^ a near relation of the bride, who 
had just come from Paris for the occa- 
sion ; till at last, looking at her in a sort of 
dazed astonishment, she saw the young 
farmer from her own village, whose wealth 
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and whose admiration she had passed over 
for Verdier^s more attractive wooing. Now, 
however, she welcomed him gladly — to 
have two strings to her bow had always 
been part of Annette's plan de guerre ; and 
between the city-learnt gallantries of her 
new friend, and the jealous sighs and oglings 
of her country swain, she anticipated a very 
pleasant jour de fete. And so it proved, for 
to Madame Firmin's frowns and occasional 
whispered reminders of the absent Antoine, 
she did not pay the least attention. She 
had come out to enjoy herself, and she 
intended to do so, was the only answer she 
vouchsafed. It would be time to attend to 
Mr. Verdier's fastidious whims after she had 
become his wife ; and she should not do so 
then, unless he turned out to be a vrai 
mihr. 

And the festivities were prolonged far on 
into the night ; for this was no common 
wedding — the bride and bridegroom both 
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belonged to the well-to-do classes ; and the 
good rich wine of the country flowed freely, 
while jest and joke, fun and pun, circulated 
on all sides. A harmless pleasure-meeting 
enough it was — as much so perhaps as any 
of the gay revels in which Verdier himself 
had often taken part ; but the element of 
refinement was wanting, and the inhar- 
mony of these discordantly-pitched voices 
loudly asserting their merriment, wpuld have 
jarred terribly on his hypercritical ear ; yet 
she was there, revelling like a young Bac- 
chante among the satyrs — she to whom he 
was about to surrender the keeping of his 
future life. 

Towards morning, when those who lived 
within reasonable distance had departed to 
their homes, Madame Firmin and her 
charge lay down, to snatch a few hours' 
sleep before they should start in the lum- 
bering heavy waggon on their return jour- 
ney ; and it was therefore nearly the middle 
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of the day before they were quite ready, 
and the last adieux had been said. By this 
time a heavy rain had set in, and the com- 
mis-voyageur^ who had intended to walk to 
the nearest station, begged for a snug corner 
among the straw in the cart, till they should 
reach the high road. Then ensued a scene 
of jealous wrath with the young farmer 
aforesaid, which Annette quelled with much 
difficulty. In fact, it was only by promising 
him that she would meet him at a little 
chapel in the wood, about two miles from 
Madame Firrain's house, on the following 
Sunday, that she succeeded in appeasing 
him. In torrents of rain, then, did they 
journey steadily on, though the little party 
managed, by the aid of various wraps, to 
keep themselves dr}'^ and comfortable. But 
how turn the commisvoyageur out to walk 
in such fearful weather ? No one with a 
heart could do it. No, they must take him 
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home, give him a night's lodging, and hope 
for a cloudless sky and a bright sun on the 
morrow. 

At last they reached the farm ; but, owing 
to the increased muddiness of the roads, 
the journey home had proved a much longer 
one than they had expected, and night had 
already set in before they arrived. The 
shrill voices of the domestics screamed the 
only welcome they received, and everything 
looked very black and blank. Annette, 
assisted by her new friend, jumped lightly 
from the cart, and with a shiver ran into 
the house. Her white dress, starchless and 
chiffonnSe^ was shorn of all its pristine 
beauty and freshness ; her hair was crimp- 
less and lank from her long drive in the 
rain ; her face jaded and weary-looking, 
after the reckless dissipation of the last 
twenty-four hours. She hailed, therefore, 
the darkness with joy, and sped off quickly. 
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to lavish some care on her toilette, before 
she should again present herself at the sup- 
per-table. 

In the one sitting-room which the farm- 
house contained, and which Madame Firmin 
and Annette seldom used, for they lived a 
sort of vie intime in the. spacious kitchen, 
there was a light. For a moment Annette's 
womanly curiosity got the better of every 
other feeling, and she impulsively put her 
head in at the door. The only couch the 
room contained had been pushed close to 
the fire, and stretched on it at full length 
lay Verdier, looking very pale, and wan, 
and grave, and prostrate. Annette started, 
and gave a little scream. 

** Mais, mon Dieu, Antoine, qu'avez vous 
done ?" 

He raised himself with apparent difficulty, 
and looked at her. 

" Annette, this dress — your faded appear- 
ance, child — where have you been ?" 
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For a second she seemed ashamed, but 
her natural effrontery asserted itself forth- 
with, and she shrugged her shoulders. 

" To a wedding with Madame Firmin. II 
faut qu'on samuse dans ce monde, mon 
ami. I am not so fond of shadows as you 
are." 

Verdier fell back on his sofa, and said 
bitterly, 

'' They follow us sometimes, do what we 
will." 

" Tu frissonnes — qu'as tu done? est-ce que 
tu es malade ?" asked Annette, as she noticed 
how ill and worn he really looked. " M6re 
Firmin — vite ! — il a la j&^vre — mon Antoine 
— mon beau fianc4 Oh ! Dieu des Dieux, 
que faut-il faire !" 

And she fell to screaming and wringing 
her hands with a piteousness which would 
have been almost comic in its effect, had it 
not been that Verdier really looked as 
though the angel of death had set his mark 
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upon him. Madame Firmin came bustling 
into the room, followed by the comrms-voya- 
geur^ whose surprise at finding that Mile. 
Raspail had another lover awaiting her ar- 
rival was no small one. 

Once again Verdier raised himself, but 
this time it was attentively to scan the young 
Frenchman. Something in the meeting and 
the look of Annette had evidently shaken his 
faith in her, but he seemed really too ill to 
demand an explanation, and gave himself 
up to Madame Firmin's good offices without 
a murmur. The old woman was seriously 
alarmed, and before another hour had pass- 
ed Verdier was moaning feverishly in bed, 
and one of the farm servants had been dis- 
patched for the nearest doctor, while the 
good cmnmkre^ notwithstanding her fatigue, 
was preparing to sit up through the night 
with the pauvre garqon herself. Annette, 
who had donned once more her mourning 
habiliments, was crouching over the fire. 
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paying but little attention to the young com- 
mis-vayageur^ who was trying vainly to con- 
sole her. She could not bear the sight of 
misery or sickness, and the house, so speedi- 
ly and so darkly overshadowed, depressed 
and almost angered her. She had left her 
home on purpose to escape that dreadful 
fever, and yet it had followed her here ! — 
and Antoine was sure to die, and then she 
should be indeed alone in the world ; so she 
thought, and, in a meandering sort of way, 
expressed her thoughts aloud. 

" If anything should happen, come to 
Paris," suggested her companion, with a 
smile : he did not forget that she was pretty, 
and had a dot 

But Annette was tired and unhappy, and 
in no mood for flirting, so she turned hou- 
deusej and would not speak ; and at last he 
left her alone, and she soon after fell into a 
heavy sleep, from which she was only awak- 
ened by the entrance of Madame Firmin, 
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who just about daybreak came into the 
room, accompanied by the doctor. He bade 
them send at once for Verdier's friends, as 
it was quite beyond his knowledge to say 
what turn the fever might take during the 
next few days, but at present the symptoms 
were very grave. And the two women look- 
ed at each other hopelessly, for neither of 
them knew aught of Verdier's connections, 
and they could only trust that he would 
himself be able to tell them whom to send 
for ; but he seemed quite unconscious of all 
that was going on around him, and although 
in his feverish tossin^s he frequently asked 
for Lili, yet he never said anything which af- 
forded the slightest clue as to who or where 
she was. 

And was this to be the end ? — was lil's 
presentiment to come true? — would he return 
no more, but die in that far-away land she 
had so dreaded to think of, with no one to 
soothe his last hours but an old fermikTe^ 
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and a ^rl who would console herself for 
his loss with some of her other admirers be- 
fore he was cold in his grave? Beauty 
Verdier ! — would he pass out of his place in 
the world without evoking a tear ? — would 
even Lil's sorrow over his death be tempered 
by the thought that he was faithless? — 
would the great ladies who had flattered, 
courted, and admired him, till they had al- 
most spoiled him, withdraw all their regrets 
over his early fate when they heard that he 
had preferred a low-born girl in France be- 
fore them all ? — would Poppy alone be left 
to defend '*her boy" in her heart, and 
wonder why it is that men do such strange 
and inconsistent things when the madness of 
a strong love is on them ? 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MORS OMNIA VINCIT. 

" fTlHE Strength is a-nigh gone out of me ; 
-*- but there's enough blessed breath 
left in my body to curse them as is ungrate- 
ful and unconsiderate. I did my best for 
the minx, God knows 1 How could helpin* 
Lawyer Forster be a crime ? Wasn't it to 
bring her gold, and isn't gold all that is 
worth striving for in this world ? Ah ! you 
needn't look at me so suspicious-like, Mr. 
Brown. If she was thumped and whacked 
at times, it was the drink, not me, as did it ; 
and she ought to come now — she didn't 
ought to leave her poor old mother to die 
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with a curse on her lips over her ingrati- 
tude I" 

"Lil will be here soon, I have no doubt," 
answered Mr. Brown gravely. " The mes- 
senger has not yet had time to return." 

" It is a wearin' thing, waitin' with the 
end so nigh," said the woman piteously, as 
she moaned and tossed herself on her bed. 

A slatternly girl, who had been brought 
in from the alley to wait on her, had for 
some days been Mrs. Daly's only companion ; 
for for weeks past her health had been fast 
failing, and to crawl slowly from her bed to 
a chair, cursing bitterly at her own decrepi- 
tude the while, was all she had of late been 
able to do. Accustomed though the girl 
was to coarse and profane language, Mrs. 
Daly's violence at times startled even her ; 
and on the morning in question she had 
brought Mr. Brown in to see if he '* couldn't 
stop that there woman," as she said, " from 
a-cussing herself straight into hell." The 
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good, kind old bookseller came at once ; but 
it was a very pained expression which his 
countenance wore as he watched that saddest 
of sights, an impenitent death-bed. She 
knew well that she was dying ; but she had 
no hope, no faith — her only wish seemed to 
be to see the child again, her only remorse 
that she had kicked and whacked her. But 
then the ready excuse came — it was the 
drink, and how could she help that ? Mr. 
Brown bent over her, as she lay for some 
moments without speaking. 

" Would you like to see a minister ?" he 
asked. 

She started up wildly. 

" Ministers be d— d ! Don't bring any 
of their cant and humbug here. I tell you 
it is the child I want. She is pure and good 
— ain't she, Mr. Brown ?" 

'* I trust and hope so," he answered fer- 
vently. 

• " Then, look you, that is what I want to 
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see — ^her face. The sight of her will do me 
more good nor any parson. Bless ye ! I 
have seen enough of they. Why, they just 
say the same thing over and over again, to 
saint and sinner all alike. I don't want to 
hear naught they've got to say 'bout Heaven. 
If it is such a grand place, I shouldn't behave 
proper when I got there, so I had best stop 
outside." 

" Hush, woman, hush ! or I must leave 
you. You cannot have weighed the awful- 
ness of your words — ^you cannot know that 
to be outside heaven means to burn in hell." 

Mrs. Daly smiled on him imbecilely, and 
said she wished the child would come. 
Either the poor mind had entirely given 
way, he thought, or she was totally con- 
demned to the Evil One. At all events, his 
plain-speaking did not seem to startle her 
in the least, and the good man was at his 
wits' end to know how to bring this poor 
misguided woman to a sense of the fearful 
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position in which she was placed, when the 
door opened suddenly, and Lil stood on the 
threshold. 

" You have sent for me, Mrs. Daly," she 
said, in her young, clear voice ; but she 
did not offer to approach nearer the bed, 
she only stood and surveyed the scene with 
a shiver. 

A strange, hoarse cry burst from the dying 
woman, like that of some wild animal over 
its young. 

^* Curse them all," she said, " for saying 
the child was a lady now, and wouldn't come 
to see mother die 1" 

But still Lil did not advance. In fact, 
she looked, for a moment, as though she 
meant to retreat. That word "mother," 
which had always jarred so unpleasantly 
when pronounced by Mrs. Daly's lips, did 
not bring her any nearer now. Mr. Brown, 
however, took her by the hand. 

" This is kind and good of you," he said, 
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ena^uragingly. " Your presence may bring 
about results which others have entirely 
failed to achieve. She believes in your truth 
—don't you, Mrs. Daly ?" And he led Lil up 
to the bed. 

** She was a vixen always ; but she never 
told me a lie," answered the woman, eager- 
ly, while some of the old fire gleamed from 
her blood-shot eyes. Then she lapsed into 
a maudlin tone. " But you was hard on me, 
child, and I didn't deserve it at your hands. 
You called me brutal and tyrannical; but you 
was a devil yourself, and perhaps I wasn't 
the one to break you. But no matter — I 
slaved and worked for you as long as the 
drink would let me." 

" You mean you took money to keep me 
away from my people and my home," said 
Lil, bitterly. " Oh I Mrs. Daly, how do you 
think that I can ever forgive you ? What a 
life of misery and degradation you dragged 
me into ! You had better have murdered 
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me at once. Though then, poor wretch, 
you would not have got the gold !" 

" Don't-ee, don't-ee !" whimpered the old 
woman, beginning to cry. " That's the hard 
way ye've got — no patience with other folk's 
shortcomings. I ain't so bad as that neither." 
And she stretched her arm out and attempt- 
ed to drag an old box from beneath the bed 
on which she was lying. With Mr. Brown's 
assistance she succeeded in getting what she 
wanted, and untying with difficulty a rusty- 
looking black bag, she poured a shower of 
sovereigns on the bed, '* There," she said, 
" twenty pound a year, from the time you 
was placed in my keeping, till your father 
smashed up and went to Australia — that's 
what Mugger paid me, and for the last five 
years there it is, every shilling of it. Don't 
say no more as I robbed the child. I took 
her first for gain, sure enough, but, though 
she was a hussy, I got used to her, and I 
thought, all of a sudden like, one night, as I 
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lay awake, that if I died maybe she'd starve, 
80 I took to saving up the pay. She don't 
want it now — she's richer nor I," she con- 
tinued, relapsing into tears ; " but there it 
is, nevertheless, and if things had been dif- 
ferent she might have been glad that old 
Mother Daly, sinner though she was, didn't 
spend all the coin in drink. Yes, and it 
was a hard fight sometimes, and a wonder 
I didn't spend it when she left me. But I'm 
glad I kept it, now the end's so nigh." 

Here was Mother Daly's good work I Was 
it her hope of salvation ? Perhaps ! 

And Lil — tears of astonishment filled her 
eyes, but she dashed them hastily away — 
she was more touched than she cared to 
show. 

** I did not know there was so much good 
in you. I will never judge hastily again — 
forgive me," and she held out her hand to 
the old woman. 

** Don't-ee, don't-ee, child," she whimper- 
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ed, pressing it between both of hers, with 
all the feebleness of approaching death, 
while the unrepressed tears coursed rapidly 
down her cheeks — " donVee ! To hear you 
speak kind like is more nor I can bear. It 
seems more natural that you should abuse 
old mother — but she is going soon, and, Lil, 
child, I've only said half my say ; you'll keep 
the money, though, and not squander it ?" 

" It shall be spent in works of charity, for 
your sake." 

" Oh, I wouldn't have saved it for that. 
I scraped and slaved not to touch it, that it 
might be all for you. But you must do as 
you like — you always did." And she fell 
back on her pillow, as though too exhausted 
for further conversation ; but Lil bent over 
her. 

" Haven't you got anything more to say 
to me — nothing about yourself?" she asked. 

*' Oh — ah — yes ; I had anigh forgot. 
Bend down, and kiss me once, and say, ' I 
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forgive you, mother,' and then Til tell you 
what it is." 

But Lil held back, till Mr. Brown whisper- 
ed, softly — 

" My child, she is dying ; don't carry re- 
sentment and unforgiveness beyond the 
grave." 

Then she leant over her, and said the dic- 
tated words, but there was no life in the un- 
loving kiss. Mrs. Daly, however, seemed 
satisfied, for she brightened visibly. 

" And now, child, ye'U take care for me 
of what he says" — pointing to Mr. Brown 
— " lies beyond this wearisome life ; ye'll 
pray for me that I may not be quite an 
outcast when the final account comes." 

" I — pray — for — you !" gasped Lil, breath- 
lessly — " I I Woman, you do not know 
what you ask — why, I scarcely dare pray 
for myself !" 

" Nonsense, child, you are good and pure 
— Mr. Brown says so. You have nothing to. 
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fear ; no drink to weigh you down. Surely, 
you would not refuse your prayers to poor 
old mother ! It isn't great things you have 
done for her in this world." 

" Oh, this is too much — too much I" 
sobbed Lil, as she sank on her knees, and 
hid her head in the bed-clothes — " I who 
have 80 much need to be prayed for my- 
self." 

Then, while she knelt there, Mr. Brown 
drew a small book from his pocket, and in 
his kind, clear voice read fervently and 
earnestly the Church's service for the dying. 
He was no minister, but yet it was not the 
first time he had so officiated at a death-bedl 
He visited too much among his poorer 
brethren, not to be fully sensible of the 
strong prejudices which exist among so 
many of them against receiving a clergyman 
inside their dwellings, and, on more than 
one occasion, had good old Brown himself 
read those words of warning and comfort 
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which might otherwise have remained for 
ever unspoken. It was years since Mother 
Daly had entered a church ; she was imbued 
to a certain extent with that sort of fear of 
insulting the Almighty, which is possessed 
by not a few of those who lead wilfully 
corrupt and irreligious lives. She listened 
very attentively while he read, and now and 
then she sighed and turned uneasily in her 
bed, but when he had finished, she said — 

"It is pretty talk enough; maybe it 
would have been better if I had learnt it 
sooner — but it is too late now. Let the 
child pray for me.; the good God will like 

it far better — she is young and pure. You 

» 

will pray that we may meet again, won't 
5'ou, Lil? — and you'll help me to behave 
proper and seemly in the better place ? — 
there'll be no drink there." 

** Oh 1 my dear Mrs, Daly, I cannot do 
this I No one can help you. On your own 
merits you must rise or fall." 
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But the poor woman was persistent in her 
belief that the girl could save her, if she 
only would ; and she stretched out her 
hand in search of LU's bright hair, as she 
said feebly, 

" It is getting very dark now, and the end 
has pretty well couie^— only promise you will 
pray for me — Lil — poppet." 

At Mr. Brown's instigation, she obeyed 
once more the old woman's whim, and, still 
kneeling by the bed, she began repeating 
the Lord's Prayer. Her words seemed to 
soothe more than the bookseller's short ser- 
vice had done, for a smile lighted up the 
poor old dying face, though the eyes were 
now very fixed and glazed. 

When Lil, almost choked with emotion, 
stopped at last, she began whimpering again, 

" Pray — for — me — Lil — poppet. Pray 
for me." 

And at intervals, as Lil knelt there, and 
sobbed forth occasional sentences of ejacu- 
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latory prayer, were those words repeated — 
each time more feebly, till they were heard 
no more ; and then, after awhile, the wo- 
man's hard, troubled breathing stopped too, 
and, by the unbroken silence, the two 
watchers knew that the lamp of life had 
died out, and that " Mother Daly " would 
do no more work on this earth. 

Then Mr. Brown raised the girl gently 
from the ground, and led her back once 
more to the old familiar corner, under the 
gas-jet in the parlour behind the shop ; and 
there he soothed and comforted her as best 
he could. For though Lil had no feeling of 
love for her who was gone, yet the scene 
had shaken her; and this, added to the many 
troubles and anxieties which seemed to have 
heaped themselves upon her of late, had 
upset her nervous system, and for a time 
her usual spirits were powerless to re-assert . 
themselves. But, under Mr. Brown's genial 
influence, she slowly recovered, and in the 
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course of half an hour or so they were chatting 
confidentially together, as they used to do 
in the days when Lil was the pupil and he 
the kind old master. At last arose the 
question of what was to be done with 
" Mother Daly's " legacy ; and, after a mo- 
ment's thought, a bright light beamed in 
Lil's eyes. 

" It will educate little Jack Felton 1 " she 
cried ; " and you and Ned, dear Mr. Brown, 
shall superintend it all." 

Mr. Brown could not help smiling. 

" Poor old Mother Daly," he said. "Fancy 
her being instrumental in carrying out an 
educational work." 

" Ah I I used to wonder if there had 
ever been one single green spot in that 
woman's life. You see, dear master, one 
never knows — yes, I have learnt a lesson 
to-night." 

" Life is made up of lessons and contrasts, 
my dear Lil," answered Mr. Brown, anxious. 
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if possible, to lead the conversation away 
from Mrs. Daly's death. " What a different 
scene has been enacted down East to-day I 
Of course you know it is Sissy's wedding- 
day ?" 

"To-day! — Sissy's wedding, and I not 
there ! — not even asked, nor told when it 
was to take place I Oh I Mr. Brown, what 
does this mean ?" 

The old master shrugged his shoulders. 

" I suppose they have grown shy, now 
that our little Lil has become a great lady," 
he answered. 

" A great lady ! Oh I I am so sick of 
the sentence I I wish I had never left this 
cosy corner and my books. I wish I had 
never seen that other life, that I once 
thought was to make me so happy ! " she 
cried, impetuously. 

" And are you not happy, Lil, my child ?" 

She hung her head, and did not answer ; 
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she could not tell Mr. Brown, dear old mas- 
ter though he was, how she had learnt to 
love the young painter who had gone away 
because he thought her false or fickle ; or 
how the torturing thought that she was be- 
having ill to Ned kept her mind continually 
on the fret. To Ned, who was so good, so 
true, and who loved her so unselfishly and 
devotedly! She hung, then, her head ia 
very shame, and did not speak ; but the old 
man had seen too many dramas played out 
during his long and eventful life not to have 
some .little suspicion of the truth — as far, at 
least, as Ned was concerned. 

" It will be all right, lassie," he said, pat- 
ting her kindly on the head ; " trust to the 
old master ; he has stood your friend now 
for many a year." 

Lil looked up at him wonderingly. What 
did Mr. Brown know of her affairs, unless, 
indeed, he were a necromancer ? Was this 
to be a night of wonders, and was every- 
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thing to turn out as it does in the children's 
fairy tales ? 

" Never mind ; don't you worry yourself. 
Tie on your bonnet, and let us go back to 
Miss Gray's now. I will have a talk with 
Ned, and see if things cannot be arranged." 

With Ned ! Lil sat and looked at him, 
and did not tie on her bonnet as he bade 
her. With Ned! This, then, was to be 
the end ; no other alternative was oflfered. 
To tell Mr. Brown the truth was what her 
heart prompted ; but her throat felt dry 
and parched, and the necessary words re- 
fused to come. " With Ned !" was all she 
could gasp, almost inaudibly, as, at last, she 
clutched at her bonnet, and hastily followed 
Mr. Brown out into the street. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 



THE TIME HAS COME. 



"pOPPY GRAY is sitting, as of yore, in 
-■- the little studio. She is alnoe, and is 
contemplating the still half-finished picture 
on the easel, which has never been touched 
since the day of Lil's first appearance among 
them, when Verdier's ready pencil had 
dashed in those wonderful master-strokes. 
Poppy is thinking very soberly over all that 
has happened since then — over Lil's strange 
story and still uncertain future, but more, 
perhaps, of the bright young painter, who 
was once the sunshine of the little house, 
but who, for a mere whim, had passed away 
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so suddenly and completely from their life. 
She is wondering whether it is in no way 
possible to trace him out, and make him 
understand how foolish and how rash he 
has been ; for though Poppy has at times 
but little patience with the way in which 
Verdier has treated her young companion, 
yet she has a tender spot in her heart for 
*' the boy," and to have been able to wel- 
come him back again amongst them once 
more would have been a real pleasure to 
her, though it was scarcely likely that he 
would have been allowed to resume his for- 
mer place without receiving at her hands a 
kind, grave lecture, for so readily throwing 
up all his friendships and advantages, and 
following the bent of the first impulse which 
presented itself. 

For about half an hour Miss Gray had 
sat and dreamt there, only occasionally 
working at the picture, when the irrepress- 
ible Sophy entered, as usual, unannounced. 
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"Where is Lil?" she asked at once — 
" gone to Sissy Boycott's wedding ?" 

" No," answered Miss Gray, " she has beea 
sent for to the poor woman who used to take 
charge of her. I believe she is dying. Do 
you mean that this is Sissy Boycott's wed- 
ding-day ? Strange that Lil never told me I 
I should have liked to send a present. She 
seems a modest, gentle girl, and I delight 
in the brother; he is so clear-headed and 
practical. I wonder why I was not told ?" 

" Dear . Miss Gray," said Sophy, laughing 
in her noisy way, " you never do seem to see 
anything. Don't you know that Ned Boy- 
cott is over head and ears in love with 
Lil?" 

" So I suspected," answered Poppy, grave- 
ly. The train of thought in which she had 
been indulging before Sophy came in had 
subdued her somewhat. "Ah I well, perhaps, 
then, it is as wise that we should not have 
more to do than is absolutely necessary with 
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these people. Mr. Boycott is, I take it, a 
sensible man, and therefore keeps back." 

" But why should not Lil uxarry him, if 
she loves him ?" asked Sophy. " 1 thought 
you were no respecter of classes, as long as 
people were educated." 

" If she loves him," echoed Miss Gray ; 
** but I do not think she cares about him, 
except as having been a playmate of her 
childhood." 

" Doesn't she ? Then she ought, judging 
from the way she has gone on with him, and 
the things both the Boj^cotts have told me 
about her. I know Sissy thinks she has 
behaved very badly, and that, I suppose, 
is the reason she was not asked to the wed- 
ding." 

"You surprise me, indeed," said Miss 
Gray, putting down her brushes, and looking 
fixedly at Sophy. " I had hoped entangle- 
ments were at an end for the present, and 
here is a new one." 
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"Should you seriously object to a mar- 
riage between Lil and Mr. Boycott ?" asked 
Sophy, who had her own especial reasons 
for wishing to feel Miss Gray's pulse. 

*' I am not her guardian now — nor have I 
given the subject sufficient consideration. In 
fact, I have not thought of it before," said 
Poppy, quietly. 

*' It could scarcely be called a irhisaJHance^^ 
suggested Sophy. 

"Perhaps not. The circumstances are 
peculiar ; but I am not prepared to discuss 
it. I must talk to Lil." And Miss Gray 
went on with her painting, and looked very 
thoughtful and grave. 

Sophy, on the contrary, smiled com- 
placently to herself, and sat for a moment or 
two biting the top of her parasol-handle. 
She had succeeded, she thought, in stirring 
up Miss Gray, and that was as much as she 
expected, for Poppy was never confidential 
with Sophy. 
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"By-the-by," she said, after there had 
been a minute or two of silence, '' whom do 
you think Seton saw yesterday ?" 

Miss Gray shrugged her shoulders, and 
looked indiflferent. Major Carruthers's friends 
did not interest her much. 

*' Why, Mr. Verdier s servant." 

" Nonsense !" cried Poppy, roused at once. 
" Has Antoine returned, then ? For I un- 
derstood he took his servant with him." 

" Only as far as Paris. There he went to 
visit some relations for a time, and then had 
orders to return here and wait for his mas- 
ter." 

" And where has Mr. Verdier gone? Does 
he know ?" 

" I am almost afraid to tell you all he 
said to Seton about Mr. Verdier." 

" Go on, child. Tell me at once what has 
happened to him." 

" He is going to be married — in fact, is, 
I believe, married by this time." 
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" Going to be married ? Antoine ?'* 

" Yes, to a French girl ; she is very pretty, 
they say, but of no particular family." 

Miss Gray did not speak at once, but she 
tumbled all the brushes up together with a 
noise and an irritability of manner which 
was very unusual to her. 

" How does the servant know all this, if 
he was not with his master ?" she asked at 
last. 

" He happened to fall in with a friend of 
his, a commis-voyageur, who had been down 
in the country, and had seen Mr. Verdier, 
and the young lady too, and- who knew all 
about it," 

Sophy said no word about Antoine's ill- 
ness ; let us hope either that she had not 
heard of it, or that she did not believe it to 
be serious. 

"Ah, well, it is no business of ours whom 
Mr. Verdier marries. I hope he vrill be 
happy ; only, I had rather it had been some 
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one I knew," said Poppy, tr5dng to assume 
before Sophy an indifference she did not 
feel. 

" I make no doubt you would," muttered 
Miss Denman to herself; and then thinking 
probably that she had done a good morning's 
work, she rose to go. 

She had been growing very fidgety of 
late, lest slie should be compelled to leave 
England on a long yachting cruise, as Car* 
ruthers' wife, without having prepared a 
little parting shaft for Lil. When Sissy's 
wedding-day arrived, and nothing had been 
done, Sophy grew desperate, but the infor- 
mation received from Seton only that morn- 
ing was the very thing she wanted. And 
now having put the whole affair, as she 
thought safely in Miss Gray's hands, she 
could prepare for her own approaching mar- 
riage, and enjoy herself on her wedding-trip 
without troubling herself any more about 
that hateful half-sister, who would surely 
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now go and finish her days in the East-end 
school-house, without any further resist- 
ance. 

After Sophy's departure, Miss Gray pushed 
the easel impatiently away; it seemed as 
though she could not look on the picture 
which reminded her so forcibly of past days, 
and which had that very morning been the 
means of awakening pleasant memories. 
She scarcely knew whether to be angry with 
or sorry for Antoine. That he had gone off 
rashly,his heart full of resentment and jealous 
wrath against Lil, she did not doubt ; and how 
much he was justified in this was the question 
she now asked herself. These insinuations 
of Sophy's about Ned Boycott had opened 
an entirely new vein of thought, and alto- 
gether Miss Gray felt terribly perplexed and 
dispirited. She had set her mind on an alli- 
ance between her two children, as she called 
them, more thoroughly perhaps than she 
even knew herself. She had hoped that 
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Verdier would soon grow tired of his wander- 
ings and return; this news, then, of his intend- 
ed marriage was indeed a blow. 

For the rest of the long afternoon, while 
Lil was hovering over Mrs. Daly's death-bed, 
Poppy was alone. She denied herself to all 
visitors, and sat listless and unemployed — an 
unusual state of affairs in that busy little 
hive ; but when Lil at last came home, ac- 
companied by Mr. Brown, she had shaken 
off her look of anxiety, and was as cheerful, 
and gentle, and loving with the girl as she 
was ever wont to be. When Mr. Brown had 
gone, and the two ladies were left together, 
Miss Gray, after a while, broached the subject 
which had been engrossing her thoughts all 
day. 

" I too have heard some news to-day, my 
Lil," she said softly, toying nervously with 
the girl's hair the while. " Mr. Verdier is 
going to be married." 

Lil started up, and shaking Poppy's hand 
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off somewhat roughly, looked at her for a 
moment with that dogged, hard expression 
which had been so habitual in the gutter- 
days ; then she bowed her head down on 
her lap, and did not speak or move. 

Poppy roused her at last, half frightened 
at the calm. 

**You do not ask any particulars, Lil. 
Shall I tell you ?" 

** No," she said, " I do not wish to know. 
I am not sufficiently interested in Mr. Ver- 
dier's movements." 

" Lil, my child, you are deceiving your- 
self, or me," said Miss Gray, gently. 

She wanted, if possible, to get rid of the 
stoniness in which Lil had taken refuge, and 
force her into a confidence ; but even Poppy 
did not know the depth of pride there was 
in that young heart. 

Lil started up at Miss Gray's words. 

" Miss Gray, dear, please never mention 
Mr. Verdier's name to me again." 
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"I cannot understand it," murmured 
Poppy. 

"Best not, deat— don't try," answered 
lil, twining her arm round her neck and 
kissing her. 

" Oh ! but, Lil, I thought I was to know 
everything about you ; and now it seems 
you have secrets already." 

" Just what I don't want to have, dear 
Miss Gray, and so I had made up my mind 
to ask you to-night if you see any serious 
objection to my marrying Ned Boycott." 

" Yes, Lil, a very serious one," she an- 
swered, taking the girl's head between her 
two hands, and looking fixedly in her face ; 
'* you do not love him." 

Lil tried to get away from her, but could 
not, so she was obliged to content herself 
with shutting her eyes, so as not to meet 
Poppy's searching gaze. 

" But he loves me so very dearly, and it 

VOL. III. Q 



226 L I L. 

will make him so very happy/' slie said, ia 
a low voice. 

" Lil, Lil, as I said just now, you are de- 
ceiving yourself. How can you make an- 
other person happy when you yourself are 
miserable ?^ 

^^ But I shall not be miserable, dear Miss 
Gray. Ned is so good, so true, so faithful ; 
any woman might be proud of his love." 

''And your position, and his, Lil — ^they 
are now so different." 

" But he is educated, and clever, and 
bright," she answered ; " and I have enough 
money for us both." 

^'A national school-master is scarcely a 
fitting husband for Sir Stephen Denman's 
daughter," suggested Miss Gray. 

" Sir Stephen Denman's gutter-child !'* 
answered the girl, with a sneer. 

**Hush, Lil, dear — don't relapse into 
hardness. Caste prejudices, you know, do 
not trouble me much — ^not enough, perhaps; 
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and far would it be therefore from me to 
make any obstacles to this marriage, if I 
thought you really loved Mr. Boycott. But 
I do not think so, and you know that I am 
right ; therefore I should like you to con- 
sider the matter very carefully before you 
come to a final decision." 

" I have thought about it till my brain is 
on fire," said Lil, somewhat pettishly, " and 
I have decided for Ned. It is a reparation 
I owe him for all the troubled hours I have 
cost him ; for it is no new thing, this love ot 
his. I promised he should have my answer 
when Sissy married, and, dear Miss Gray, 
to-night I must keep my word." 

" Lil, child, can it be true that you have 
been playing with and encouraging this man, 
lest that should happen of which you have 
heard to-night ?" 

" As I live, no I" she cried, so readily, 
while her large eyes flashed, that Miss Gray 
could not do otherwise than believe her. 

q2 



228 L 1 1.. 

" I cannot help this love of Ned's. I tried 
to check it and kill it, long ago, before I 
ever came to you, dear Miss Gray ; but it 
lives still, and haunts and follows me till it 
makes me quite sorry and dispirited. Poor 
Ned! Yes, I must be happy, with such 
faithful, loving care always fencing me 
about." 

Miss Gray shook her head. 

"Poor Ned, indeed, craving always for 
those morsels of affection which he will 
never get." 

Lil coloured up. 

" But I promised him. Miss Gray, that I 
would never say ^ ay ' till I felt I could devote 
my life to him ; and I do not think it will 
be very diflScult — now," and there was a 
quiver in her voice, as the last word came 
out in a very low tone. 

" Ah ! poor child, it is then as I thought. 
And you have promised to give Mr. Boycott 
a final answer to-night?" 
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" Yes — when Sissy married. He must 
not be left there all alone — I must go to 
him, and try to cheer his home. I feel I 
can. It will be a pleasure, a joy for me to 
make life bright for Ned." 

And she looked very beautiful, with her 
flushed cheeks and expressive €yes brimming 
over with tears as she spoke. 

*' You are right, perhaps, Lil ; but I am 
not sure. Let us send for Mr. Boycott, 
and I will talk to him, and see if he is really 
as desperate about this business as you 
imagine," said Miss Gray, half playfully. 

She was too perplexed to know quite what 
to say on the instant, and was therefore 
anxious to gain time. 

" No ! no I" cried Lil ; *' that would never 
do. One doubtful word from you, and Ned 
would go off to the Antipodes for ever. 
You don't know how proud and shy he is, 
how fearful lest I should make a sacrifice 
for him, " 
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*^Mr. Boycott is a very sensible man; 
you, child, are, I fear, more generous than 
Wise. 

Lil frowned as she rose, and walked away. 
It was the first time she had ever felt pro- 
voked with Miss Gray. She had made up 
her mind, after a tremendous struggle, to 
behave nobly and unselfishly to Ned, and it 
irritated her to be thwarted when she had 
expected to be encouraged and commended. 

" I suppose you think I shall make him a 
bad wife," she said, sullenly. 

" I do," answered Miss Gray ; " simply 
because I think you do not love him, and 
do love some one else." 

" A very small scrap of love will satisfy 
poor dear old Ned," she said ; " and then, 
dear Miss Gray, it will grow bigger and 
bigger every week, till at last perhaps he 
will have too much of it, for I defy anyone 
to be much with Ned without loving him at 
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last No other man on earth has got such 
a great, big, generous heart." 

" Well, Lil, you must be the best judge in 
this matter ; and if you have really decided 
that this step will promote your happiness 
as well as his, far be it from me to raise an 
obstacle — but do not be rash/' 

" I have decided, dear Miss Gray ; and I 
am going to write to Ned." 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



" TO BNOLAND, IP TOU WILL." 



TTALF hidden among the trees which, as 
-CI the firat rays of the bright Spring 
sun cast their effulgence upon them, are be- 
ginning everywhere to burst forth in ver- 
dant beauty, stands a little chapel. It has 
been there for centuries — many a storm has 
swept by close to its very portal ; but still 
the building remains unscathed, and not a 
few tales of weal and woe could those old 
walls relate, had they but the power of 
speech. It is altogether an out-of-the-way 
spot, for the village or small town which 
may have existed in the vicinity years since, 
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has long ago passed into decay, and only a 
few straggling houses remain standing. An 
old curi^ whose work in this world is well- 
nigh ended, comes each morning, soon after 
dawn, to say a mass; and occasionally 
through the day a devout peasant woman 
may be seen kneeling in silent prayer before 
the altar ; but with these exceptions the place 
is almost entirely given up to the spiders, 
who spin their cobwebby tissues in the win- 
dows, and the flies, who welcome the ap- 
proach of Summer with their murmuring 
buzzes. The garden, besprent with grave- 
stones, which surrounds the chapel, is a 
proof, however, that the few people who 
still live thereabouts have not forgotten those 
who have gone before them into rest ; and 

« 

with that solicitude which is a part of Catho- 
lic faith, " God's acre" is no solemn, dreary 
abode, but is instinct with beauty and love. 
Seated, then, among the flowers and re- 
dundant shrubs which blossom in the church- 
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yard, is Annette Raspail. Her long black 
dress is in keeping with the spirit of the 
place — not so the air of unquiet observable 
on her countenance, as a frown contracts her 
pretty forehead, and she taps impatiently 
with her foot upon the ground. The scene 
around, the soft zephyrs of the morning as 
they play with her hair, the sweet twittering 
of the birds as they welcome, with their 
glad carols, the first burst of Spring — naught 
speaks of earthly struggles or misery, save, 
perhaps those ^^ In memoriam " stones, that 
** Requiescat " and " Resurgam," each word 
with its volumes of past sorrow, future hope. 
It was a strange haunt the girl had chosen 
when she came to that abode of death^ in 
order to carry on some portion of her own 
individual fulfilment of the great drama of 
life. She, however, heeds none of the signs 
aroimd — she is evidently waiting for some 
one, and no deeper feeling than one of im- 
patience at the non-appearance of her ex- 
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pected companion is awakened in her breast. 
At last, however, a footfall may be heard on 
the green sward, and in another moment a 
man stands before her; 

" You have, then, really come ?" she said, 
pettishly. " I was about to return to the 
farm. I am scarcely accustomed to wait." 

" You forget how often I have been here, 
and you have failed to keep your appoint* 
ment." 

" Bah I it is diflScult for me to get away 
without rousing suspicion. M&re Firmin is 
a regular jailer, and she thinks one ought to 
have no thought in life, save for Mr. Ver- 
dier, who is so irritable now that he is be- 
ginning to get better, that " 

^' It is almost worse than having him in a 
dying state, eh?" said her companion, 
laughing. 

" Pour 9a, oui ; il dtait si bien avec son 
petit air mourant, though I was half afraid 
of going near him, lest I should catch the 
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fever. Dieul que la maison est triste Ik 
bas." 

" The farm-house on the top of the hill is 
bright and new, and but lately furnished/' 
he suggested, drawing nearer to her, and 
taking her hand. 

**I have given my word to Mr. Ver- 
dier, and he is not going to die,'' she an- 
swered. 

" But you do not know who he is ; he 
may not have a sou in the whole world." 

^^ Mais c'est un amour de beaut^." 

" On ne vit pas de beaut^ — allez*" said the 
practical young farmer, shrugging up his 
shoulders. 

" No ; but you would not have me marry 
for money !" she whispered, coquettishly. 

" Not so, dear Annette, but for love. I 
think you love me just a little bit !" And 
the young bucolic grinned from ear to ear, 
and showed a set of white teeth which would 
have made many a fine gentleman envious ; 
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and then he threw his strong arm round her 
dainty little waist. 

** Dieut how perplexing it is, between you 
and Mr. Verdier, and lesjeunesgens^ who came 
from Paris for the wedding — it is nearly im- 
possible to decide !" 

Antoine Verdier placed in the scales with 
2l gros jeune femiier de province^ and a commis- 
voyageur belonging to a magcLsin de rubans 
on the Boulevards ! — down to what a depth 
had his madness dragged him I And there 
he lies, struggling back to life, after a hard 
fight with death, and only but half-conscious 
of the fact that he had better have died in 
that remote French village, than live for the 
future he has carved out for himself with 
Annette Raspail. 

And she, while she hankered after the 
young farmer's well-cultivated acres, and 
doubted that Mr. Verdier possessed the tenth 
part of his riches, yet could not make up her 
mind to forego her engagement with M. le 
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Prince, as she frequently called Verdier. 
Strange how readily weak mortals will 
sacrifice their happiness to their ambition ! 
Annette looked up to Verdier as to a su- 
perior — almost feared him as such ; for she 
had long since discovered that his knowr 
ledge and his accomplishments placed him 
quite out of her little world, and made her 
frequently feel very ignorant and foolish 
when she was in his society. Yet, for all 
this, she clung tenaciously to her engage- 
ment, because, forsooth, it would be a grand 
thing to be the wife of so great a gentleman. 
Still, for all that, she was bored, and sought 
among her species for the amusement and 
laisser-aller she could not feel when alone 
with Verdier. 

After a good half-hour's flirtation with the 
young farmer, in which, as usual, she shilly- 
shallied about her future plans, giving him 
neither hope nor discouragement, but merely 
telling him that if he had come forwsurd 
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sooner she would never have accepted An- 
toine, she started on her homeward walk, 
only allowing him to accompany her half 
the way, lest he might be seen by Madame 
Firmin, or some of her people. Then, with 
that look of ingenuous innocence which she 
knew so well how to assume, she went into 
the sitting-room where Verdier was lying on 
a couch by the open window. Somethings 
however, had ruffled him, and he did not 
smile on her, as he usually did. On the 
contrary, he scarcely noticed her, but looked 
very feverish and excited, and his eyes, sunk 
deeply into his head from his recent severe 
illness, shone like two orbs of fire ; while in 
his long, attenuated fingers, he tightly 
clutched something which looked like a 
letter. 

" I must go to England at once," he said. 
" I wonder why I ever came here at all ? 
It was a cursed hour that brought me to 
this place !" 
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"Antoine, what are you saying?" cried 
the girl. ^^ Dieut he is growing delirious 
again! 

"No, Annette, there is nothing delirious 
about me now. I have returned to my 
sober senses again, and am only too keenly 
alive to the knowledge that I have been 
a madman and a fool \ But, poor child — 
poor child, it is not your fault. Come here, 
pretty one; you shall not suffer for my 
folly." 

" Antoine, you quite frighten me — wliat 
has happened ?" 

" Nothing, darling, that will harm you." 

" But you said you were going away — -are 
you going to take me with you? Of course 
you are ; I could not stay here alone — be- 
sides, I want to see le hrumeux pays des 
Anglais y 

" No, child, no, that cannot be— not now, 
at all events. I must go alone." - And a 
dark shade overspread Verdier s handsome 
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face ; in fact, he looked, so black and un- 
yielding, that the pouting remonstrance 
which had risen to Annette's lips remained 
unspoten, and she only stood and looked 
at him with a frightened expression. What 
it all meant, she could not think, and it was 
very evident that she was not to be told. 

" Send M6re Firmin to me, mon amie^^^ 
he said, after a moment or two of silence. 
" I have a great deal to tell her, for I am 
not yet strong enough to do much." 

Annette vouchsafed no reply, but flounced 
into the kitchen, where Madame Firmin was 
busy among her saucepans. 

" Le Prince vous demande — il va partir 
de suite," was all she said ; and then she dis- 
appeared into her own apartment, to give 
vent in privacy to the feelings she did not 
dare to exhibit before Antoine. 

" Voyager, lui I Dieu des Dieux ! — mais 
c'est impossible !" screamed the old Frencli 
woman, as she hastily set her cooking 
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utensils on the table, and went off to see 
what the new freak was that her handsome 
locataire had taken into his head. And 
true enough she found it. Antoine had 
resolved to depart at once ; a very pressing 
letter from England had recalled him — ^he 
would return soon — in three weeks or a 
month — and then — yes, then — his marriage 
with Annette should take place. Madame 
Firmin might make all the necessary 
arrangements while he was gone. But there 
was such a dreary, pained look in his face 
as he spoke of it, that the good commere be- 
gan, for the first time, to wonder whether 
things were all right with Verdier ; whether 
he had not some other liaison^ which was, 
perhaps, the cause of his sudden departure ; 
whether, in fact, when he had returned to 
his English friends, he would ever think any 
more of the engagement, and \)ci^jiancie he 
had left in France. 

Little did M6re Firmin know of Antoine 



L I L. 243 

Verdier, or she would not have allowed 
such a suspicion of his loyalty to rest on her 
mind for a moment. Whatever pain, what- 
ever misery it might cost himself, he would 
fulfil his engagement to the letter. And 
yet, his sudden journey to England — what 
did it mean ; what was its purport ? A 
question which ^''erdier asked himself as, 
the hurry and confusion of the parting and 
the start once over, he lay back nearly ex- 
hausted in the rough carriage he had had 
brought from a neighbouring town in all 
haste. He must see Poppy again, was the 
answer he gave himself ; he felt ill and de- 
jected and weary, and could not make the 
final plunge into what he now felt would 
be a dreary, blank life, without having 
a talk with the dear good friend of 
his childhood, and feeling himself soothed, 
as he had ever been, by her kind and 
gentle voice. He had received a letter 
from her that very morning; for Poppy 

R 2 



244 L I L. 

had lost no time in following up the 
thread of information afforded her by 
Sophy, and had speedily ascertained where 
a missive would be likely to reach " her 
boy/' whom she felt she could not leave to 
his madness without a word of sympathy 
from her. And all the old feelings — per- 
chance, too, all the old love — had been 
awakened at the sight of Poppy's well- 
known writing. It was a very long letter, 
for Poppy was anxious that he should be 
made acquainted with all that had happened 
to his friends since his departure, though he 
had so foolishly cut himself off from all 
communication with them. It could not 
be on Lili's account, he argued to himself, 
that he was retracing his steps with perhaps 
more impetuosity than he had displayed in 
leaving. No ; he was almost a married 
man himself; and Lili — the taint and savour 
of the gutter evidently hung very strongly 
about her still, for did not Poppy say she 
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was going to bestow her hand on Ned Boy- 
cott? Well, it was nothing to him, and 
Boycott, he made no doubt, was a very 
good fellow; but still he wondered that 
Poppy should encourage such an alliance. 

And Verdier lost no time, but journeyed 
on to England as rapidly as train and 
steamer could take him ; yet it was indeed 
but the shadow of his former self that ar- 
rived late one evening at the well-appointed 
quarters at Kensington ; and no wonder the 
servant, from whom he had parted in Paris, 
thought that it was his master s ghost that 
had returned. 

" I have been very ill — nearly dying of 
fever. Light some fire, and bring candles." 
And then he threw himself back in his 
luxurious chair, and wrote, in a spiderly, 
almost illegible hand, a few words to 
Poppy, which he desired the man to take 
at once. 

Exhausted nature had done its utmost, 
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and Verdier sank back among his cushions, 
ahnost unconscious from fatigue and weak- 
ness ; yet the feeling that he was at home 
again was no distasteful one. The rough- 
and-ready life he had been leading of late 
was not altogether his vocation. The court- 
ly Verdier looked more of apiece with cost- 
liness and refinement and artistic elegance ; 
do what he would, he could never seem 
one of the work-a-day, commonplace world. 
But the penance was over for a time, and 
he could stretch himself, and feel at peace. 
Yes, if that engagement did not hang over 
him, he almost thought — *' the world for- 
getting of the world forgot " — that he could 
be happy among his poems and his pictures. 
But these were onlv dreams, for Verdier 
was too ill to think — in fact, he lay there 
in a sort of trance, scarcely sensible of any- 
thing that was going on around, till a gentle 
voice said — 

" My poor, dear boy, you do indeed look 
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ill!" and Poppy's soft hand was on his 
head, and her kind, loving eyes were look- 
ing sorrowfully into his. 

" Ah ! you have come, my good angel. 
Thank God I Poppy, why did I go away, 
beyond the reach of your good advice ? If 
I had stayed near you, this would never 
have happened." 

" Never mind, Antoine ; don't talk about 
the past to-night — ^you are far too tired. 
But tell me, is Madame here ?" 

" Madame who ?" 

"Yourwife.'* 

■ 

" I am not married yet," he answered, 
wildly ; " but. Poppy, it must be soon. I 
have plighted my word," and he turned 
away and moaned, hiding his face as though 
he would not have her read its agony. 

Poppy did not speak ; she knew too little 
of the circumstances to be prepared what to 
say, so she only stroked his fair hair, and 
purred over him. Instinct told her that it 
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was loving sympathy he wanted. In a mo- 
ment or two he turned. 

"How is Lili?" he asked, in a voice he 
vainly strove to render steady. 

"Very well. But, Antoine, I will not 
let you talk and excite yourself to-night. I 
have sent Germain for the doctor. As soon 
as he has been, you must go to bed, and 
sleep away all your fatigue. To-morrow we 
will talk things over, if you like." 

" Only one question, and I will be satis- 
fied. Is Lili with you still ?" 

" Yes ; but she does not know that vou 
have returned." 

In a few minutes the doctor came, and 
calmed somewhat Poppy's fears, for she had 
been seriously alarmed when she first saw 
Verdier*s altered appearance ; but he as- 
sured her that rest and nourishment alone 
were wanted to restore him to his former 
buoyant self He knew nothing of the tor- 
turing thoughts which were telling forcibly 
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upon him, and which would poison every 
endeavour of his friends to win him back 
to health and strength. Ah! "the mind 
diseased I" How often has it been the foil 
of physic ! 
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CHAPTER XV. 

BRAVE AND TRUE. 

T T was but yesterday that the school-house 
-■- rang with the merry voices of those 
who had come to assist at Sissy's simple 
wedding, but now it looks very deserted 
and changed. The little sisters quiet, un- 
obtrusive womanly influence is gone, and 
everything is already topsy-turvy, in untidy 
confusion, just as if Ned had had to do for' 
himself for years, instead of only having 
been left to himself for a few hours. Sissy 
would have been somewhat surprised could 
she have looked in and seen the place now, 
after she had striven so hard too to leave 
everything neat and in order, and had 
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fondly hoped that it would remain so, till 
she should return from a week's visit in the 
country with Will, when she promised her- 
self to come in every day " and square 
things up a bit for brother Ned." 

It is nearly dark, and Ned is sitting in the 
little parlour smoking his pipe, and looking 
very sad and forlorn the while, when, on a 
sudden, he sees his old master and friend, 
Mr. Brown, coming in at the gate. He 
jumps up in a moment, and a resolute look 
comes into his eyes, which is scarcely their 
natural expression, and he puts on an ap- 
pearance of cheerful ease which, judging 
from his dejection but a few moments back, 
he can scarcely feel. 

" Welcome as ever," he says, holding out 
his hand ; " though you have come a day 
late. The poor little mousie was terribly 
disappointed not to see you yesterday." 

'* Nothing but duty, my dear boy, would 
have kept me away. I could not leave that 
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miserable woman till she had breathed her 
last." 

" She is gone, then. How strange that 
she should have heaped that money together. 
I should never have thought it of her." 

" Ah ! you knew it." 

" T have had a note from Lil — Miss Den- 
man, I should say." 

" Yes — she wants to educate young Jack 
Felton with it. What think you ? I have 
not seen the boy, so can scarcely give an 
opinion." 

" Tell her to invest the money till he is 
older ; then, if he prove worthy, it will push 
him on in life." 

" But she tells me he is starving for want 
of instruction now. His father seems an 
airified sort of man, who sets no value on 
education." 

"No matter," answered Ned. "The 
boy's present tuition is my aflfair. I will 
teach him." 
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"You, my dear fellow I Why, surely 
you have more than enough to do already. 
You have not looked of late as though it 
would be wise to add to your work." 

*^ I have given up the school here ; I sent 
in my resignation some time ago, and I am 
off in a few days." 

" Going in a few days I Where? Have 
you got another appointment?" 

" No ; I am going to America," answered 
Ned, looking away as though he did not 
like to meet the old master s gaze ; for, 
though it was so nearly dark, he could 
scarcely have failed to note his look of 
blank despair. 

"My good fellow, you do surprise me!" 
said Mr. Brown, laying his hand upon his 
shoulder. "Surely this is a very sudden 
resolve? Does Sissy know of it? — does 
Lil ?" 

" Neither of them ; and did I not think 
you would approve my motives and keep 
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my counsel, I should not have told you 



now." 



" I don't know what Lil will say," said 
Mr. Brown. ** I came here to-night partly 
to see how matters stood between you and 
the child." 

" Poor Lil 1 I know," answered Ned 
sadly, " she is full of generosity and good 
feeling, but she must never be my wife; 
such a marriage could only have a bad end- 
ing, Mr. Brown, and I trust and hope God 
has given me strength not to lead her into 
it, poor lass ! — ^though it seems hard to say 
nay, when she tells me she is willing to 



come." 



" Then why should you do it, Ned ?" 
" Because she is a lady now, belonging to 
a good family, living among cultivated, re- 
fined people ; and how could she be happy 
if she came back to my work-a-day life ?" 

" Well, I'm a plain man, and don't under- 
stand all these nice class distinctions ; but. 
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somehow or another, Lil seems to belong to 
us. Fm'sure she sat comfortably enough in 
my back-shop last evening, and talked away 
of old times. I think she is sorry she ever 
left us." 

** Maybe," answered Ned ; " but having 
left us, she can't return." 

" Look here^ Boycott — are you sure that 
you are not throwing away both her happi- 
ness and your own? It strikes me that 
there is an immense amount of vapid senti- 
ment mixed up with this idea of yours. 
Have you looked the matter sternly in the 
face, my lad ?" 

" Ay, have I, and from its most practical 
point, and I have come to the conclusion 
that there is no other course left open to me 
but to save the lassie from herself. She has 
written me a kind, pretty letter. I am glad 
to have received it before I left — it will be 
something to look at in the new country, 
though one would need but little reminding 



256 L I L. 

of her. Lassies like Lil don't grow up 
every day." 

" But still, Ned, I cannot understand your 
reasons for leaving. I look upon all you 
have told me as an inducement to stay." 

Ned laid his hand on the old man's arm. 

" It was a pretty letter," he said, " but 
there was no love in it." 

" My dear Boycott, I am astonished to 
find you so exacting. You expect too much 
of the child. For my own part, I have 
long had an idea that Lil cares for you." 

" No, Mr. Brown, you are deceived, not 
L Haven't I seen a light come into her 
eyes when she was talking to another man 
they never had for me ? No, no ; Lil and 
the young painter will like enough come to- 
gether one day, though he has gone off in a 
huff now ; and if they don't, well, she'll be 
be happier there with Miss Gray than she 
would ever be as my wife." 

" Isn't there just a little jealousy mixed 



L I L. 257 

up with this resolve of yours?" asked Mr. 
Brown smiling. 

" No," said Ned decisively ; " do you think 
I should not deceive myself if I could ? I've 
tried hard enough, but the truth will out. I 
know for a certain fact that the lass loves 
another man, and it would be wid:ed of me 
to persuade her to give up all thought of 
him and come to me. No, no, Mr. Brown, 
that would never do, so I am just going to 
put her and myself out of temptation. I 
shall do very well in the new country, I 
make no doubt, and nobody wants me here, 
now that the little sister is married." 

'*^ And this young Felton you talk of edu- 
cating?" asked Mr. Brown, who half sus- 
pected that Ned was a little beside him- 
self 

" Oh ! he is going with me," answered 
Ned, rather sheepishly — " I wanted a link to 
the old home ; besides, Lil has taken a fancy 
to him. Felton has enough to do to get 

VOL. III. s 
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along with his family, and he has lent me 
the boy for awhile. So, when you see the 
lass, tell her I have not forgotten one of her 
last requests, namely, that I would give 
young Jack a bit of learning." 

Mr. Brown looked very grave, and for a 
moment or two was quite silent. 

" Perhaps you are right, my boy," he said 
at last ; " I doubt if you and Lil would ever 
have fitted in together now, though I did 
not know there was any hankering between 
her and the painter. I must see about 
this." 

" You will watch over her, Mr. Brown, 
won't you ?" asked Ned eagerly, seizing the 
old man's hand in his. 

" Ay, will I, lad, for your sake and her 
own too ; though she is in very good hands, 
if I mistake not. Miss Gray is one in a 
thousand. And now let us talk a bit about 
yourself. How are you off for cash, and 
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-what do you calculate to do among the 
Yankees?" 

" Oh, I am not quite a pauper, thanks to 
a fair salary and a thrifty sister ; I shall get 
along all right, I make no doubt. Will 
Jervis has put me on a track or two." 

" I thought Sissy knew nothing of this 
move ?" 

" Nor does she, but Jervis does ; and com- 
mends it. ^ Go and see the world, my boy, 

> 
and don't settle down in a craft as is too fine 

for ye,' has always been his advice, and I 
believe he is right. People with their eyes 
wide open see further afield than those that 
are blindfolded." 

" I always had a respect for your char- 
acter, Ned, but «ince I have listened to you 
to-night, and learnt how thoroughly you are 
stirred by generous and unselfish motives, it 
has increased four-fold." 

*' I would sooner merit your approbation 

s2 
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than that of any other living man/' said Ned 
warmly. 

*^ Then you will promise me one thing, 
that you will write to me frequently, and 
keep me well acquainted with all your move- 
ments ; and that if any difficulties should arise 
in which money is needed, you will at once 
apply to me as your best friend." 

*' I promise," said Ned, putting his hand 
into that of the bookseller ; ** but I hope the 
old luck is not going to forsake me in the 
new land." 

" I hope not, with all my heart, my boy ; 
such unflinching perseverance as yours, such 
unusual disinterestedness, can scarcely pass 
without meeting its reward." 

" I only try to do my duty," answered 
Ned, with the meekness which was his wont. 

" And so you start very soon, eh ?" 

" In two days from now. I want to get off 
without any clamouring from the women- 
folk ; so you will keep my secret till I am 
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fairly gone. I meant to have come and seen 
you before I left." 

" But you will write to Lil ?" 

"Yes, I'll tell the lass I'm gone; she 
may grieve for me awhile, but it won't be for 
long;" and he turned away as though no 
more words were possible. 

" It is a bad business, Ned, my boy," said 
Mr. Brown, sympathetically. 

" Ay, it is ; but one must be ' brave and 
true.' It is a motto worth acting up to, Mr. 
Brown. And now let us talk on other matters, 
for the fewer comments made on this one the 
better ; and I have said all I care to say." 

And the two men sat on far into the small 
hours, and talked and smoked together, but 
Lil's name was mentioned no more till they 
stood in the fresh morning air and parted 
at the little gate. . Then, as Ned shook the 
old master warmly by the hand, he said, in 
a low voice, 

" If I don't see you again before I start, 
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you will remember your promise, never to 
lose sight of the lass." 

And as Mr. Brown wended his way- 
through the silent streets back to his solitary 
home, there was a deep feeling of disappoint- 
ment in his good, kindly old heart. It had 
been a pet scheme of his to bring about a 
marriage between Ned and Lil, and to leave 
them all his " little earnings," when he died. 

"Little earnings," he called them, but 
they would nevertheless amount to no in- 
considerable fortune, and the knowledge 
that that project was at an end, definitely 
and for ever, caused him no small amount of 
regret. Yet he could not do otherwise than 
agree with Ned ; but while he appreciated 
the clear practical sense and honesty of pur- 
pose which saw the rocks ahead, and had 
the strength to turn back and avoid them, 
he did not feel any the less annoyed at the 
issue. He had gone to the school-house 
with the express intention of offering to 
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smoothe away any pecuniary difficulties 
which might on Ned's side lie in the way of 
this marriage, now that Lil had inherited 
the wreck of her mother s fortune ; but he 
had left it without having summoned up the 
resolution to make the same offer of help to 
Ned. The pluck and nobleness of the 
young man had, as it were, stunned him, and 
he did not feel as if he dared to make an of- 
fer of money to him. Perhaps it was better, 
too, that for a time at least he should have 
his own way to fight ; there is nothing like 
good knock-you-down work to heal a heart 
wound. Of this Ned was very capable, if 
his energies were once roused, as they would 
be when he became thoroughly alive to the 
fact that his own and little Jack's daily 
bread depended on his strengthfuUy putting 
his shoulder to the wheel. 

So in the early dawn of a cold wet morn- 
ing did Ned and little Jack start for Liver- 
pool, en route for the great transatlantic conti- 
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nent. Nedhadgivenuptheschool onthe previ- 
oas day, and had passed his last night in Eng- 
land at the Feltons'. He had written a quiet, 
honest letter of farewell to Lil, bidding her 
to be of good cheer, and not sorrow for 
him — he was going to win laurels for him- 
self, and would come back some day, when 
he hoped to find her happier than she would 
ever have been with him. And he posted 
it on his way to the station in the morning* 
This was all their leave-taking, for though 
Ned had watched the house for a long hour 
on the previous evening, it was dark, silent, 
and closed. No Lil appeared to cheer him 
with her bright smile or to give him one 
glance from her glorious eyes. And yet 
she was thinking about him too, wondering 
" what Ned could possibly mean by treating 
her letter with silence ; if he had only known 
how much it had cost her to write it, surely 
he would have come to her at once." 

Ay, he did know it full well — so well 
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that he was about to sacrifice himself, to save 
her, if possible, from the efltects of her own 
generosity, and ensure her earthly happi- 
ness, as far as lay in bis power. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



AMANTIUM IILS:. 



" T IL, I am going out for a little while. 

-*-^ I shall probably look in on the Fel- 
tons, and one or two other people." 

" May I go with you, Miss Gray ?" 

" No, dear, I think not. You had better 
remain quietly among your books. I have 
a fancy for a solitary ramble this morning." 

So the door of the little studio is closed, 
and Lil, in a determined sort of way, returns 
to the classical researches which she had been 
pursuing in some fusty-looking old volumes. 
The lighter, more artistic literature in which 
she had for a time indulged, had been put 
on one side for some weeks now. It seemed 
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as though with Verdier himself she would 
forget the beautiful. The first surprise and 
bewilderment over Ned Boycott's unexpect- 
ed departure is over, and perhaps Lil is 
secretly pleased that he has himself cut the 
cord which bound them. Who shall say? 
But she has expressed no such sentiments ; 
only looks subdued, and is, for her, very 
silent. How could she do otherwise than 
feel the devotedness of such love as Ned's ? 
In her books, then, does she seek for dis- 
traction from her own thoughts; and she 
has of late taken to her work again, with all 
the zest of former days. She is sitting with 
her back to the door, reading carefully, and 
making notes as she proceeds, entirely ab- 
sorbed in the interest her subject affords, 
for she evidently does not hear the door 
open, nor is she recalled to a knowledge of 
actual life till a hand is laid on her shoulder, 
and that word "Lili," that she has not 
heard for so long, falls on her ear. She 
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starts up, as though awaking from a dream. 

'* Mr. Verdier ! — you here 1" 

Then she sinks back into her seat, and 
gazes at him, as though she were not very 
sure whether it was indeed Verdier in the 
flesh, or his wraith, he looks so ghost-like 
and feeble. 

" Yes ; come home at last," he says, tak- 
ing her hand, and smiling at her startled 
look of surprise. " Did you think I had 
gone for ever ?" 

" When people go away and leave no sign 
behind, who can account for their next 
movements ?" answered Lil, seeking with an 
effort to recover something of her usual 
composure. 

" True. But who set me the example ?" 

** Ah ! I forgot," she said, slowly, passing 
her disengaged hand across her brow, as 
though trying to remember all that had 
happened during the last few weeks were 
weary work. " I forgot, you had no faith — 
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you could not trust me." Then she pushed 
her hair back impatiently. ** And why 
should I trust you, Mr. Verdier ? Trust 
must be mutual, or it is a dreary, leafless 
shrub." 

" Lili, Lili, do not recall the past ; but 
let us take it for granted that we have both 
been very foolish." 

"That is not my way," answered the 
girl. " I never take anything for granted. 
If a matter won't bear sifting, be very sure 
there is something wrong about it." 

Verdier winced slightly. He had hoped 
to get off a disagreeable discussion ; but he 
answered gaily, 

" Ah ! I see you are the same Lili I left 
long weeks ago. Always diving at the root 
of things, and not content with the bright 
colouring which not unfrequently only glit- 
ters on the surface." 

" You commended me for it once." 

" And so I do now, with all my hearts 
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It is the only way to gain knowledge ; but 
still, Lili, there are some things one must 
take on faith, if we would attain to any 
degree of happiness in this world." 

" Some things ; yes, in the spiritual life, 
because, unless we give ourselves up to be- 
lieving without proof, we never should be- 
lieve at all ; and that is just what I find so 
difficult to do, and why I am afraid I am 
half a heathen now. But in this actual 
bodily life of ours there is surely no need to 
take things for granted — everything has its 
reason, if we only choose to look for it." 

'* You terrible little philosopheress," said 
Verdier, laughing. "It is time I came to 
look after you. Why, I believe, in my ab- 
sence you have gone back to those dried-up 
old prosers, and have sought to forget that 
you ever wandered in the realms of art. 
Now, fair one, shut up those books, and let 
us begin once more to look on the beauties 
of life from an aesthetic point of view." 
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"That is all very well," said Lil, trying to 
catch the vein of his humour; "but you 
first took * No Faith ' for your motto, and 
can you, then, seriously blame me for taking 
it also for mine?" 

" De grdce^ ckhe Lili ; don't pinion your 
culprit, and then daub him with honey, as 
some of your pet heathen used to do 1" 

Lil began to laugh ; she was gradually 
recovering the equanimity which Verdier's 
unexpected entrance had entirely upset, and 
the old glamour which he had cast over her 
from the first had in no way lost its power. 

" A very mild punishment, too. But tell 
me where you have been all this long time ? 
How surprised Miss Gray will be to see 
you!" 

" Ahl so Poppy has really kept my secret! 
I had scarcely given a woman credit for so 
much reticence." 

" Then you have been back some time, 
yet never came to see me. Faith, after all. 



272 L I L. 

seems to be a plant which grows but slowlj 
with you, Mr. Verdier." 

" I have been very ill — nearly dying,*' he 
answered, slowly. 

" Then why was I not told ? It is unkind, 
ungenerous, to have practised deception on 
me ; and Miss Gray, too, I am astonished 
that she should have treated me thus." 

" Poppy had your interest alone at heart, 
dear Lili. She is a true friend to us both, 
and loves you very dearly — though perhaps 
not quite so dearly as I do !" 

The warm blood rushed into Lil's cheeks, 
but she would not be conciliated all at once. 

" Then, because people love me they de- 
ceive me, and try to make me miserable ! 
That is a sort of doctrine I don't understand, 
Mr. Verdier." 

'* ChSriej I am still too weak to argue 
with you; only don't let us be miserable 
any more, if we can help it. Dieu saitj 
I have seen enough of black clouds and 
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stormy horizons of late, and I do want a little 
sunshine so very badly — just by way of 
* contrast/ as Poppy would say." And, as 
he spoke, he dropped languidly into the 
comer of the little sofa, and drew Lil gent- 
ly down by his side. 

" If you did not look so ill, I would pout 
for a week ; but, as it is, I suppose I must 
forgive you," she said, looking at him 
fondly. 

" Wisely decided, and on faith, too — for 
there is a good deal to forgive. Shall I. tell 
you?" 

" No, keep the confession of your pecca- 
dilloes till some other time. I want to 
know now what made you so ill ?" 

She could scarcely have guessed how the 
illness and the short-comings were en rapport^ 
and how difficult it would be to enter into 
details about the one without hinting at the 
other. But Antoine Verdier was a poet as 
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well as a painteT, and he told his tale so 
naturally and so thrillingly, without making 
one allusion to Annette Raspail, that all 
LiFs warmest sjrmpathies were interested in 
the fever-stricken peasantry whom he had 
80 nobly, so devotedly succoured. 

And they were happy once more in 
each other's society ; and the hours flew by 
till luncheon-time, when Poppy made her 
re-appearance, and the little history of 
short-comings, which Lil herself had post- 
poned, remained untold. Poppy, too, 
smiled on them both, and looked as though 
she thought things must have a pleasant 
termination soon. To Lil it only seemed 
very natural and very delightful ; that hap- 
piness should come back with Antoine Ver- j 
dier, wds only what she had always expected ; 
but to a looker-on who knew all that had 
happened during the last few weeks, the 
present aspect of affairs was decidedly 
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strange, and strangest of all that Poppy 
should be so calm and complacent, as though 
she thought it all quite right. Surely, in 
her love for her two children, she had not 
entirely set on one side the laws of honour 
and knightly faith? — she had not herself 
prompted Antoine to forego his French 
engagement, and give himself* up to the 
happiness he so craved with Lili ? It would 
have been scarcely like Miss Gray to have 
allowed duty to give place to inclination. 
But, to say the least, it was odd that, know- 
ing what she did of Mr. Verdier's past, she 
should smile on him as he exchanged loving 
repartee with Lil, while too, by every word 
he uttered, he encouraged the girl in the be- 
lief that she alone could make the sunshine of 
his life. And it was still less like Poppy to 
know that that other engagement existed, 
and to let him come there philandering after 
and amusing himself with Lily till the time 

T 2 
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should arrive when he must return again to 
France. It was evident that a reprieve had 
come, and, judging from his present look of 
intense happiness, to Yerdiers no small 
satisfaction. 

More than three weeks had elapsed since 
his return to England, and during that time 
he had been kept determinedly by Poppy 
away from Lil. Many and fierce were the 
struggles they had had on the subject ; but 
Poppy was resolute. She would not have the 
girl's feelings tampered with, she said. If 
Antoine had been so mad and so rash as to 
engage himself to a woman for whom he 
did not care, he must nevertheless abide by 
it. It was in vain he told her he should 
never get well ag^dn till he had seen Lili ; 
then he must remain a decrepit invalid for 
life, was the only alternative she offered. 
Never had he known Poppy to be so stem 
and disagreeable before, he said. Was he 
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to be shut out for ever from the pleasant 
meetings in the little studio in Mayfair, just 
because he had had a fit of madness on 
him, and had taken compassion on that 
foolish Annette? But nothing he could 
say moved Miss Gray ; she was obdurate. 
She had no compassion, she told him, for 
people who go blindly on, and knock their 
heads against a brick wall, just because 
they have not the patience to wait for the 
light which would have guided them into a 
straight path. If they hurt themselves, it is 
their own fault. 

And yet there he was, sitting beside Lil; 
and there was Poppy, smiling and purring 
over them in her soft way. The fact was 
that Verdier s good genius had been hover- 
ing near him when he left Annette and came 
to England, for his influence over her, once 
removed, was lost. The glamour he cast 
upon everyone had not failed to touch her, 
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but then she forgot everything about him 
the moment he was no longer there. Per- 
haps, too, she felt that " k petite fontaine 
on pent boire k son aise" — a feeling she 
did not experience when with Verdier. At 
all events, she determined to accept the 
home offered her by the young farmer; 
and if Madame Firmin, who was at the last 
stage of despair at the turn events had 
taken, had not written to tell him what An- 
nette had reaolved to do, he would pro- 
bably have returned to France, after being 
kept en penitence for weeks, only to find 
Annette the wife of another man. Thus 
the great burden had been removed from 
Verdier's shoulders, and with joy had he 
accepted his deliverance. He laughed and 
talked over it to Poppy, till she condemned 
him altogether as un foUy though she added 
not a little to his madness by acknowledg- 
ing, for the first time, that she believed Lil 
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ivas not entirely indifferent to him, and that 
the marriage with Ned Boycott was de- 
cidedly not going to take place — a fact 
which Verdier, by way of punishment, had 
hitherto only been allowed to suspect ; for 
Poppy, until she knew that he was free to 
do as he pleased, was not at all inclined to 
be communicative about anything connected 
with Lil or her affairs. 

* 

But all the suspense and uncertainty were 
over now, and there they sat at Miss Gray's 
luncheon-table, looking as happy as newly- 
plighted lovers generally look ; but still the 
inevitable thorn was among the rose-leaves. 

" I have already waited so long !'' cried 
Verdier, as he rose from his seat, and began 
to pace up and down the room. *' Besides, 
what on earth can anybody want with Sir 
Stephen Denman's permission to marry his 
daughter ? He has never chosen to recog- 
nize her. Suppose we had been married 
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before all this history of Lili's parentage 
was discovered ?" 

" That would have been quite different," 
said Miss Gray ; " but as it is, ray dear chil- 
dren, I think you must have patience and 
wait." 

" It is just like you. Poppy — ^you are al- 
ways so prudent ; but, you see, some new 
embrouiUement may arise, and I shall find 
Lili spirited away when I least expect it. 
Sophy has married that big brute Carruth- 
ers without her father's consent. Why, 
then, should Lili be made to wait for 
it?" 

" Sophy's mother is here, and the circum- 
stances, as you know, are peculiar ; added 
to which, the lawyers who are arranging the 
wreck of the fortune Mr Forster has left for 
Lil consider it wiser that Sir Stephen should 
be communicated with before she gives up 
the rights of a feme soUy 
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" You have not been long in consulting 
them," remarked Verdier. 

" I went there this morning." 

" And not to the Feltons' ?" asked Lil, 
smiling at having, as she thought, caught 
Miss Gray in a small distortion of the truth. 

'* Yes, child, I went there as I returned. 
Emigration-fever seems to be spreading 
among our friends just now. If they have 
encouraging letters from Mr. Boycott, the 
whole family mean to cross the Atlantic." 

*' Mr. Felton, with his old-world notions, 
will never succeed in America," said Lil. 

" So you have not given up your friend- 
ship for that dauber yet ?" asked Verdier, 
with a smile. 

" No," she answered, " I never give up 
my friends ; and, by the way, that just 
reminds me that you shall go this very 
afternoon, — be introduced to him, and pass 
your opinion on his pictures. He has 
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been working under my orders for some 
time past." 

" Then don't you think he had better go 
on without my interference ? I should be 
sorry to deprive you of the very small 
amount of patronage you have of late be- 
stowed on art." 

" Now, Miss Gray, do scold him ; he is 
laughing at me already. Oh ! Mr. Verdier, 
please don't ! I do hate it so. Scold me 
seriously for any fault I may commit — ^^I 
know well that I am very ignorant — ^but 
raillery I cannot bear. Miss Gray knows 
how cross it makes me. Do tell him, 
dear." 

** No, indeed," said Miss Gray, laughing. 
" I shall leave you to make your own 
bargain with Antoine on that subject. Now 
I am going to write some letters. If you 
have succeeded in settling the question 
by the time I have finished them, I will 
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go with you to Mr. Felton's studio. " 

" Now Miss Gray has called it a studio, 
and you will see a dirty attic, and sneer," 
cried Lil, as the door closed on Miss Gray. 

" Lili, Lili," said Verdier gravely, " this 
is a poor beginning to what I had fondly 
hoped would be a life of sunshine." 

She put her hands on his shoulders, and 
looked up at him with her frank eyes. 

" A life of perpetual sunshine would be 
very garish and irksome, dear Antoine. Re- 
member ^ in every life some rain must fall, 
some days must be dark and dreary.' You 
must not be afraid, dear, of the little clouds 
which will inevitably flit across mine. I 
don't believe the shrewishness learnt in child- 
hood will ever be totally stamped out, even 
under your softening influence. There are 
hours, sometimes days, when, do what I will, 
I am wholly Lil of the black alley once 
more, and it is only after strong mental press- 
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ure that I am brought back to my better 
self. I will subdue these feelings, Antoine, 
to the utmost, lest their roughness should 
jar with your more delicate organization ; 
but you must help me, and please don't 
laugh at me." 

He leant down and kissed the girls up- 
turned face. 

" I loved you from the first for the varia- 
bility of your moods, my Lili, so I must ac- 
cept the dark days with the bright ones. 
Granted that I may have smiled over your 
friends the Feltons, but you forget they were 
the original cause of our being parted for so 
long, and that I owed them a grudge in con- 
sequence." 

" The innocent cause, for they had nothing 
whatever to do with it. So you will come 
and see them, and forget all that foolish past 
of which we will never speak again — is it not 
so ?" 
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" With all my heart," he answered, only 
too glad to get off making a confession which 
he scarcely fancied would be well received ; 
" and from henceforth, dearest, let us have 
full and entire faith in each other." 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

"perhaps." 

" QlIX months of matrimony I Lil, there 
^ was a time when I set my heart 
on preventing your marriage with Mr. Ver- 
dier — now I have come to the conclusion 
that, if he only makes you half as wretched 
as Seton makes me, I need not wish worse 
luck even to my bitterest foe." 

" Am I, then, your bitterest foe ?" asked 
Lil, smiling ; she was so happy now, so con- 
tented with the turn events had taken, that 
Sophy's most malignant shafts were blunt. 

Sophy coloured up, and hung her head 
somewhat sheepishly as she said^ in a low 
tone, 
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" I believe I have been very wrong for 
all the ill I have wished you ; can you for- 
give me ? But it was hard, you know, to 
hear all that tale about you and papa, and 
to feel that you were nearer to him than I 
was." 

Lil rose from her seat, and went at once 
to Sophy, who had been till now lying list- 
lessly on the sofa in Miss Gray's studio. 

"Let us be sisters from this hour, and 
help each other in all we can," she said, kiss- 
ing her affectionately ; " let all our little 
differences of opinion be forgotten, with that 
past history of which I cannot bear to think." 

Sophy looked up at her wonderingly. 

" I wish I were great and noble like you," 
she said. *^ How odd it is that so much good 
can spring out of a gutter !" 

" Say, rather, dear," answered Lil, grave- 
ly, " how wonderful it is what training 
and discipline will effect towards the sup- 
pression of evil. Without Mr. Brown and 
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Miss Gray, I should have beeu lost indeed. 
As it is, the struggle with wickedness is a 
hard one." 

"Ahl well," was Sophy's reply, with 
something of a sneer, "it is poor comfort 
to tell you so, but you have not been tried 
yet. Wait till you have to put up, as I 
have, with neglect and faithlessness, and 
then you will grow as careless about good 
and evil as I am. Upon my word, one 
ought to enter one's name on the divorce 
list the day of one's marriage, for it is sure 
to end there ; and it is ar bore to be kept 
waiting for a turn." 

" My Sophy, has it already come to this ?" 
said Lil, to whose heart Sophy's look of 
reckless despair brought anything but joy. 

"And where else did you expect it to 
come to ? Mine is not an isolated case. I 
am sure there are as many divorces as mar- 
riages now-a-days." 

" Not quite, I hope," answered the other, 
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gently ; " and there would be fewer if — " 
Then she stopped short. It was scarcely 
kind, she thought, to twit this young wife, 
who had already discovered her mistake, 
with the want of thought with which she 
had run her head into the noose ; but Sophy 
had guessed her meaning. 

"Go on," she said; "have it out. If 
I, like you, had selected a paragon of excel- 
lence, I should be happier now. It is very 
easy to think everyone a fool but yourself." 
And she turned away with the tears in her 
eyes. She was really very tried and sore at 
heart, and longed for the tone of a kind 
voice, and the touch of a loving hand ; but 
there was in her too much of LU's own 
nature to allow of her making any great 
concession. She had come, however, to the 
right haven, for sharp and dissonant though 
Lil was at times, yet she was staunch and 
true. If she pledged herself to be Sophy's 

VOL. ni. u 
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friend, she would stand by her to the death. 
Her arm was about her in a moment. 

"I thought we were to give up these 
jars — ^they savour far more of the black 
alley than of this more civilized, refined 
life." 

" Yes ; in refined life," answered Sophy, 
bitterly, '* cruelty is veiled under politeness, 
neglect under courtesy." 

^^ Something must be done, poor child, to 
mend matters. Shall I talk to Major Car- 
ruthers ?" 

Sophy looked at her for a moment, and 
then burst into convulsive weeping. 

'^ I wish you had married him instead of 
me, for he likes you far the better of the 
two." 

" This is nonsense, Sophy — a touch of the 
old jealousy," said Lil, very sternly ; " and 
if you ever refer to it again, we cannot be 
friends." 

"It is true, nevertheless, whether you 
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like it or not ; and I was an idiot ever to 
have persuaded myself otherwise." 

Lil rose from the seat she had taken 
beside her sister, and began to walk very 
excitedly up and down the room. Sophy's 
persistent belief in this attachment annoyed 
her more than words can express; and 
when Miss Gray came in some two or three 
minutes later, she found the sisters indulging 
in anything but a comfortable, happy tete-a- 
tete. Mrs. Carruthers was coiled up on the 
sofa, crying bitterly ; while Lil was stand- 
ing by the window, one of her hardest, 
sternest moods sitting darkly on her brow. 
Miss Gray looked from one to the other 
with some surprise. 

" Have you, then, heard the news ?" she 
said, as she noticed their disquieted faces. 

*' What news?" they asked, simultaneously. 

" Sir Stephen is dead." 

As an electric shock did her words fall on 
both the girls, but Sophy, perhaps, was the 

u2 
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most sharply struck. Lil could hardly be more 
than shocked at the news — the death of the 
father she had never seen, and who would 
have cheated her of her birthright, could 
scarcely produce a great grief ; still, she was 
subdued by the thought that she could not 
now tell him that she had forgiven him for 
all his sin against her. And in this new 
sorrow her anger against Sophy vanished, 
and she lavished all the love and care her 
womanly instinct prompted, on the younger 
sister, who, in the violent outburst of first 
grief, refused to be. comforted. 

" Papa has no one to regret him but me," 
was her only answer to Lil's vain eflEbrts to 
soothe her. 

"And your mother, my dear Sophy I 
Have you forgotten your mother ?" 

"She will console herself with Cousin 
Charlie, as soon as decency will permit." 

"Ohl Sophy, don't let us say unkind 
things of other people now. In the presence 
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of this great trouble, let us at least try to be 
charitable." 

** The truth is generally unpleasant, yet it 
is the truth, nevertheless. But, Lil, you will 
be kind to me, and love me I There is no 
one else left to me but you I Freddy is too 
young to understand my troubles." 

Miss Gray, who had been silently witness- 
ing the scene, could not resist a smile at the 
idea of Sir Stephen's death being any loss 
to Sophy — Sir Stephen, who was proverbial 
for his neglect of his wife and children ; but 
she hailed with joy any notion, however 
freakish, which was likely to bring the two 
sisters more closely together, especially as 
she had already noticed the estrangement 
which was springing up between Sophy and 
her husband. 

So it came about that sympathy in 
jsl common sorrow was destined to pro- 
duce a bond of union between these two 
girls, whose characters bore no small simi- 
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larity to each other — ^and only Antome 

looked on and frowned. He was jealous of 

every word bestowed by Lil on another, and 

* 
was, moreover, disappointed by the still 

further delay to their marriage which Sir 

Stephen's death must necessarily occasion. 

And Sophy, perhaps, was right, when she 

conjectured that brighter, cheerier days were 

yet in store for Lady Denman ; and, if she 

had weighed the matter well, perhaps she 

would scarcely have grudged them to her, 

when she remembered the long weary years 

she had passed, wearing herself out in her 

endeavours to remain faithful to her respect 

for her husband, while every circumstance 

caused her to doubt and blame him ; but 

Sophy was too young, as yet, in her own 

married troubles, to look on those of others 

with an unprejudiced eye. In her self-will 

she had marked out a very dusky future for 

herself; but, 
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*^ Of all the hideous sounds of woe, 
Worse than the screech-owl and the blast, 
Is that portentous one — ^ I told you so !* " 

So ber friends only looked on sympathising- 
ly, and smoothed her path whenever it was 
possible ; though they could not help re- 
gretting that her lot had not been different. 
And had Lil no sorrow for Ned mixed 
up with her happiness in Verdier's love? 
Was there no compunction when she thought 
that, though directly perhaps it was no fault 
of hers, yet that it was really for her sake 
that he had given up his country and his 
home ? She had never dared to go to Sissy 
since she had heard of his departure ; she 
seemed to dread the sight of her meek, up- 
braiding face. But not unfrequently had 
she paid Padre Brown a visit, to learn 
what tidings he had received of the wan- 
derer. And they were not dispiriting. 
Ned's native pluck, which had asserted itself 
so bravely through all his troubles, did not 
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forsake him now. His letters were cheery, 
and full of hope for the future. The New 
Land, he said, was not going to make a bad 
step-mother. Industry* and perseverance 
were to meet a just reward ; and it seemed 
he was on the high road to fortune. As 
for the Feltons, he especially urged that 
they should join him as speedily as possible. 
Here, then, was new work for lil; to fit them 
out, and help them with the necessary funds, 
which were to * be repaid when the " good 
luck " Ned had predicted should arrive, was 
what she undertook to do. 

Just a week before she was to give her 
hand to Antoine Verdier at the altar, the 
Feltons started for the New Land ; and as 
Lil, standing at the station with Mr. Brown, 
watched them depart, her eye lingered on 
Ella's fair face, and, turning to the old man, 
she said the one word, "Perhaps." The 
same idea had probably struck him too, for, 
" God grant it may be so I" he said. " She 
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is a sweet little lass ; and Ned shall not be 
wanting in capital when I die." 

And thus let us draw the curtain, with 
the reflection that the greatest issues of life 
are not unfrequently at stake on that one 
word — ^perhaps I 



THB END. 
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character and career of a man who is worth remembering on his own account, and 
yet more on account of the friends and great men with whom he associated. There 
are very welcome references to Haydon, Wilkie, Wordsworth, Ugo Foscolo, Hazlitt, 
Sir Walter Scott, the Ettrick Shepherd, Shelley, Keats, Leigh Hunt, and a score or 
more of other men of whom the world can hardly hear too much." — Examiner. 

** The interest for general readers of this * Life and Letters * is derived almost ev> 
tlrely from anecdotes of men of mark with whom the artist asHoclated, and of 
which it contains a very large and amusing stora His fellow pupil and old f rieml, 
Mr. Thomas Landseer, the famous engraver, has put the materials before xxa tu- 
gether with much skill and a great deal of genial tact The literary sketches wiiiuii 
Bewick made of Hazlitt, Haydon, Shelley, Keats, Scott, Hogg, Jeffrey, Maturiu, uud 
others, are extremely bright, apt, and c:ear." — Athemeuin. 

'* Two very amusing and readable volumes, full of anecdote and pleasant descrip- 
tion."— ilrt Journal. 
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MY EXPERIENCES OF THE WAR BETWEEN 

FRANCE AND GERMANY. By Abchibald Forbes. One of the 
Special Correspondents of "The Daily News." 2 vols. 8vo. 

**Mr. Forbet'8 book is an extremely yalnable contribution to the literature of 
the War. Not only is the book good in itself but it describes events which havB 
no parallel in modem history." — AtheHmum. 

** These volomes are well worth reading and preserving. There can be no doubt 
aa to the shrewdness of Mr. Forbes's observation and the vigour with which he sets 
down his impressiona They give his work a permanent value" — Extmiiner. 

** Mr. Forbes undoubtedly possesses the power of writing well and readably. He 
^ves a vivid and interesting picture of the campaign." — CltxMphie. 

" This work will be read with unflagging interest We recommend it as one of 
the best records of the war. It is written in a vivid and picturesque style, and Is 
replete with incidents of personal adventure and narratives of absorbing interest, 
at once true and remarkable" — United Service Mag. 

DIARY OF THE BESIEGED RESIDENT IN 

PARIS. Reprinted from "Thb Daili Nbwb." With several 
NEW LETTERS and PREFACE. Second Edition Revised, 1 voL 
8vo. 

"The missing I/Ctters of the Besieged Besident that now anpear for the first 
time are in no way inferior to those that have hod a first success in the columns 
of a contemporary, and should find it hard to say which we could spare.'* — Time*. 

" ' The Diary of a Besieged Bosldent in Paris' will oertahnly form one of the meet 
remarkable records of a momentous episode in history." — Spectator. 

'*0n the whole, the Besieged Besident must have had what the Americans call 
*a good time' in Paris. He led a life which, as reflected in his faithful pages, seem 
to have been full of interest There is an entire absence of affectation in thia 
writer which vastly commends him to na" — Pall Mall (jkuette. 

**■ The Letters of the Besieged Besident give a lively, minute, and, tn the main, 
very accurate description of affairs in Paris during the four months of its isolation. 
Other kindred books will soon be published, but this volume is likely to be more 
valuable than any of the others, and we certainly cannot expect to find elsewhere 
so much fulness of detail or such vivid narration of events." — Examiner. 

** There is muck in this volume of a permanent value, and we are glad to see it 
given to the world in a permanent shape" — Standard. 

FREE RUSSIA. By W. Hepworth Dixon. Third 

Edition 2 vols. 8vo, with Coloured Illnstnitions. SOs. 

''Mr. Dixon's book will be certain not only to interest but to please its readers 
and it deserves to do so. It contains a great deal that is worthy of attention, and 
is likely to produce a very useful effect The Ignorance of the English people 
with respect to Bussia has long been so dense that we cannot avoid being grateful 
to a writer who has taken the trouble to make personal acquaintance wiUi that 
seldom-visited land, and to bring before the eyes of his countrymen a picture of 
its scenery and its people, which is so novel and interesting that it can scarcely 
fail to arrest their attention." — ScUttrday Review. 

" Mr. Dixon has invented a good title for his volumes on Bussia. The chapter on 
Lomonosoff, the peasant poet, is one of the l)eBt in the l)ook, and the copter cm 
Kief is equally good. He gives an interesting and highly picturesque account of 
the working of the jury system in a case which he himself saw tried. The de- 
scriptions of the peasant villages, and of the habits and manners of the peasantry, 
are very good; in fact, the descriptions are excellent throughout the work." — Timee. 

" We claim for Mr. Dixon the merit of having treated his subject hi a fresh and 
original manner. He has done his best to see with his own eyes the vast country 
which he describes, and he has visited some parts of the land with whlt^ few 
even among its natives are familiar, and he has had the advantage of being 
brought into personal contact with a number of those Bussians whose opinions 
are of most weight The consequence is, that he has been able to lay before 
general readers such a picture of Bussia and the Busaian people aa cannot fail to 
intereet tlzem." — Athenxum. 
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VOLS. ni. & IV. OP HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. 

By W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS 
PERMISSION TO THE QUEEN. Completing the Work. Third 
Edition, Demy 8vo. SOs. 

CoiniQiTS:— A Favourite ; A Favourite's Friend ; The Coantess of Suffolk ; To the 
Tower ; Lady Catherine Manners ; House of Villiers ; Bevolation ; Fall of Lord 
Bacon; A Spanish Match; Spaniolizing ; Henry De Vere; The Matter of Hol- 
land ; Sea Affairs ; The Pirate War ; Port and Court ; A New Bomanzo ; Move 
and Counter-move; Pirate and Prison ; In the Marshalsea ; The Spanish Olive ; 
Prisons Opened; A Parliament; Digby, Earl of Bristol ; Turn of Fortune; Eliot 
Eloquent; Fe I ton's Knife; An Assassin; Nine Gentlemen in the Tower; A 
EJng's Bevenge ; Charles L ; Pillars of State and Church ; End of Wentworth ; 
Laud's Last Troubles ; The Lieutenant's House ; A Political Bomance ; Phi- 
losophy at Bay ; Fate of an Idealist ; Britannia ; Killing not Murder; A Second 
Buckingham; Boger, Earl of Castlemaine ; A Life of Plots ; The Two Penns; 
A Quaker's Cell; Colonel Blood; Crown Jewels, King and Colonel ; Bye House 
Plot ; Murder; A Patriot; The Gk)od Old Cause; James, Duke of Monmouth; 
The Unjust Judge ; The Scottish Lords ; The Coun tess of Nithisdale ; Escaped; 
Cause of the Pretender; Beformers and Beform , Beform Blots ; Sir Francis 
Burdett; A Summons to the Tower; Arthur Thistlewood; A Cabinet Council; 
Oato Street; Pursuit; Last Prisoners in the Tower. 



*• Mr. Dixon's lively and accurate work." — Timet. 

** This book is thoroughly entertaining, well- written, and instructive." — Examiner. 

** These volumes will place Mr. Dixon permanently on the roll of English authors 
who have rendered their country a service, by his putting on record a truthful and 
brilliant account of that most popular and instructive relic of antiquity. 'Her 
Majesty's Tower ;' the annals of which, as related in these volumes, are by turns 
exciting and amusing, while they never fail to interest Our ancient stronghold 
oonld have had no better historian than Mr. Dixon." — Pott. 

'*By his merits of literary execution, his vivacious portraitures of historical 
figures, his masterly powers of narrative and description, and the force and grace- 
ful ease of his style, Mr. Dixon will keep his hold upon a multitude of readers."— 
lUuatratedNew*. 

** These volumes are two galleries of richly painted portraits of the noblest 
men and most brilliant women, besides 9ther8 commemorated by English 
history. The grand old Boyal Keep, palace and prison by turns, is revivified in 
these volumes, which close the narrative, extending from the era of Sir John Eliot, 
who saw Baleigh die in Palace Yard, to that of Thistlewood, the last prisoner im- 
mured in the Tower. Few works are given to us, in these days, so abundant in 
originality and research as Mr. 'Dix.oiD^%.'"--^SUmdard. 

'^This intensely interesting work will become as popular as any book Mr. 
Dixon has written."— J/e«Mn^er. 

** A work always eminently readable, often of fascinating interest" — Echo. 

** The most brilliant and fascinating of Mr. Dixon's litenuy achievements." — Sun. 

■^Mr. Dixon has accomplished his task welL Few subjects of higher and more 
general interest than the Tower could have been found. Around the old pile 
olings all that is most romantic in our history. To have made himself the trusted 
sad accepted historian of the Tbwer is a task on which a writer of highest reputar 
ti(m may well be proud. This Mr. Dixon has done. He has, moreover, adapted 
Ua work to all classes. To the historical student it presents the result of long 
tnd successful research in sources undiscovered till now; to the artist it gives the 
most glowing picture yet, perhaps, produced of the more exciting scenes of national 
history ; to &e general reader it offers fact with all the graces of fiction. Mr. 
Dixon's book is admirable alike for the general view of history it presents, and for 
the beftaty and value of its shigle picturea"— tSuMfoif Tbrna. 
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VOL. I. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. By W. 

HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PERMIS- 
SION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition. Demy 8vo. 158. 

CoHTBVTB :— The Pile— Inner Ward and Outer Ward— The Wharf— Biver Rights— 
The White To vrer— Charles of Orleans— Uncle Gloucester— Priscm Bulee— Beao- 
champ I'ower— The good Lord Cobham— King and Cardinal— The Pilgrimage 
of Grace— Madge Cheyne— Heirs to the Grown— The Nine Days' Queen — De- 
throned—The Men of Kent— Courtney— No Cross no Crown— Cranmer, Lati- 
mer, Kidley — White Bosea— Princess Margaret— Plot and Counterplot — ^Mon- 
sieur Charles— Bishop of Boss— Murder of Northiunberland— Philip the Con- 
fessor—Mass in theTower— Sir Walter Baleigh— The Arabella Plot— Baleigh'to 
WaUc— The Villain Waad— The Garden House— The Brick Tower. 



'*From nrst to last this volume overflows with new information and original 
thought, with poetry and picture. In these fascinating i>ages Mr. Dixon di»> 
charges alternately ue functions of the historian, and the historic biographer, with 
the insight, art, humour and accurate knowledge which never fail him when he 
undertakes to illumine the darksome recesses of our national story." — Morning PoiL 

'* We earaestly recommend this remarkable volume to those in qne^t of amuse- 
ment and instruction, at once solid and refined. It is a most eloquent and graphlb 
historical narrative, by a ripe scholar and an accomplished master of English dio- 
tion, and a valuable commentary on the social aspect of medieval and Tudor civil- 
ization. In Mr. Dixon's pages are related some of the most moving records of 
human flesh and blood to which human ear could listen." — Daily Tdef/rc^K 

"It is needless to say that Mr. Dixon clothes the gray stones of the old Tower 
with a new and more living interest than most of us have felt before. It is need- 
less to say that the stories are admirably told, for Mr. Dixon's style is full of vigour 
and liveliness, and he would make a far duller subject than this tale of tragic suf- 
fering and heroism into an interesting volum& This book is as fascinating as a good 
novel, yet it has all the truth of veritable history." — Dcaiy News. 

"We can highly reconmiend Mr. Dixon's work. It will enhance his reputation. 
The whole is charmingly written, and there is a life, a spirit, and a reality about 
the sketches of the celebrated prisoners 61 the Tower, which give the work the 
interest of a romance. * Her Majesty's Tower' is likely to become one of the most 
popular contributions to history." — Standard. 

FAIR FRANCE: Impressions of a Traveller. 

By the Author of " John Halifax, Gentleman," &c. Svo. 158. 

** A book of value and importance, and which is very agreeable reading. It Is 
bright and spirited, and evinces as much as ever the acuteness of perception and 
the powers of observation of the writer." — Post. 

'' A pleasant book, conceived in a large, kindlv, and liberal spirit"— Z)at7y iTteaoa 

"This volume will be found pleasant reading.^* — Athenmm. 

** A good book on France is just now most welcome, and this is emphatically » 
good book. It is charmingly readable." — 9M>t. 

" This is a truly fascinating volume. The book has nothing to do with the present 
crisis. It is Za Bdle France: — Paris, with its quiet churches and its gay carnival 
crowds, and the old provincial cities like Caen and Ghartres — l^t is here described 
as it was before the black waves of invasion rolled over tiie land. There is much 
that is very beautiful and charming in these reooUectiona" — Echo. 

*' The authoress of this charming volume is well known to the public as a novel- 
ist, and however critical judgments may vary as to her artistic power, of her 
purity of tone and freedom from the vicious tendencies of modem fictitious lit^ 
rature, there can be no question. For our own part, we find her even more agree- 
able as a tourist than as a novelist She looks at the world with unprejudiced eye& 
But the truly pleasant traveller is the man or woman who starts with Uitent to 
enjoy the trip, who looks at the bright side of everything, and who, writing a booli; 
wrtes cheerily and gaily. This is precisely what we find in *Fair Franoew"— 
British (Quarterly Jievitw. 
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VOL. II. OF HER MAJESTY'S TOWER. By 

W. HEPWORTH DIXON. DEDICATED BY EXPRESS PER- 
MISSION TO THE QUEEN. Sixth Edition, Demy 8vo. ISa. 

CkWTSNTS:— The Anglo-SpaniBh Plot— Factions at Gonrt— Lord Grey of Wilton- 
Old English Catholics— The English Jesuits— White Webbs— The Priests' Plot 
— Wilton Coart— Last of a Noble Line — Powdei^Plot Boom— Guy Fawkes — 
Origin of the Plot— Vinegar House — Conspiracy at Large — ^The Jesuit's Move- 
In London — ^November, 1605— Hunted Down— In the Tower — Search for Gar- 
net—End of the English Jesuits— The Catholic Lords— Harry Percy- The 
Wizard Earl— A Real Arabella Plot— WiUiam Seymour— The Escape — Pursuit 
— Dead in the Tower— Lady Frances Howard— Robert Carr— Powder Poisoning. 



From ths Times:— "All the civilized world— English, Continental, and Ame- 
rican — takes an interest in the Tower of London. The Tower is the stage 
ni>on which has been enacted some of the grandest dramas and saddest tragedies 
in our national annals. If, in imagination, we take our stand on those time-worn 
walls, and let century after century flit past us, we shall see in duo succession the 
majority of the most famous men and ]o«rely women of England in the olden time. 
We shall see them jesting, jousting, love-making, plotting, and then anon, per^ . 
haps, commending tiieir souls to God in the presence of a hideous masked figure, 
bearing an axe in his handa It is such pictures ks these that Mr. Dixon, with 
considerable skill as an historical limner, has set before us in these volumes. Mr. 
Dixon dashes off the scenes of Tower history with great spirit His descriptions 
are given with such terseness and vigour that we should spoil them by any attempt 
at condensation. As favourable examples of his narrative powers we may call at- 
tention to the story of the beautiful but unpopular Elinor, Queen of Henry III., and 
the description of Anne Boleyn's first and second arrivals at the Tower. Then we 
have the story of the bold Bishop of Durham, who escapes by the aid of a cord 
hidden in a wine- jar; and the tale of Maud Fitzwalter, imprisoned and murdered 
by the caitiff John. Passing onwards, we meet Charles of Orleans, the poetic 
EVench Prince, captured at Agincourt, and detained for five-and-tweuty years a 
prisoner in the Tower. Next we encounter the baleful form of Richard of Gloucester, 
and are filled with indignation at the blackest of the black Tower deeds. As we 
draw nearer to modem times, we have the sorrowful story of the Nine Days* 
Queen, poor little Lady Jane Grey. The chapter entitled "No Cross, no Crown" 
is one of the most affecting m the book. A mature man can scarcely read it with- 
out feeling the tears ready to trickle from his eyes. No part of the first volume 
^elds in interest to the chapters which are devoted to the story of Sir Walter 
Raleigh. The greater part of the second volume is occupit^d with the story of the 
Gunpowder Plot. The narrative is extremely interesting, and will repay perusal. 
Another cause celibre possessed of a perennial interest, is the murder of Sir Thomas 
Overbury by Lord and Lady Somerset Mr. Dixon tells the tale skilfully. In con- 
clusion, we may congratulate tiie author on this, his latest work. Both volumea 
are decidedly attractive, and throw much light on our national history, but we 
think the palm of superior interest must be awarded to the second volume." 

IMPKESSIONS OF GREECE. By the Right 

Hon. Sir Thomas Wtbb, E.C.B., Late British Minister at Athens. 

With an Introduction by Miss Wysb, and Letters from Greece to 

Friends at Home, by Dean Stanlbt. Svo. 15s. 
** No book that we know gives so just and, at the same time, so enticing a view 
of Greece as she is and as she might be as * Impressions of Greece.* The introduc- 
tion by Miss Wyse is an admirable paper. The chapters due to Dean Stanley are 
delightful.'^— Pa/; Mall Gazette. 

*' It is pleasant to meet with a volume of such sterlhig and lasting hiterest, the 
Joint authors having much valuable information to impart. Sir Thomas Wyse 
naturally enjoyed many opportunities of acquiring a thorough knowledge of the 
manners and customs, as well as the antiquities, of Greece; and his niece is evi- 
dently possessed of a power of keen and lively observation, while Dean Stanley 
completes the volume with a series of graphic and intelligen letters, in that easy 
and pleasant style for which he is so well laiowa."— Standard 
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ANNALS OF OXFORD. By J. C. Jeaffreson, 

B.A., Oxon. Author of " A Book About the Clergy," &c. Second 
Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

GoMTBHTS :— The CroBB Keys ; King Alfred's EzpolBion from Oxford ; ChmnB and In- 
mates; Classical Schools and Benefactions; Schools and Scholars; On Leant- 
ing and certain IncentiTes to it; Colleges and Halls; Stmctnral Newness of 
Oxford ; Arithmetic gone Mad; Reduction of the Estimates ; A Happy Family; 
Town and Gown ; Death to the Legate's Cook ; The Great Biot ; St Scholastics^ 
King's College Chapel nsed as a Playhonse ; St Mary's Church ; Ladies in Bes^ 
dence ; Gh>wnswomen of the 17th Centnry ; The Birch in the Bodleian ; Aularian 
Bigonr; Boyal Smiles : Tudor, Georgian, Elizabeth and Stuart ; Boyal Pomps; 
Oxford in Arms ; The Cavaliers in Oxford ; Henrietta Maria's Triumph and 
Oxford's Capitulation; The Saints Triumphant; Cromwellian Oxford; Alma 
Mater in the Days of the Merry Monarch; The Sheldonian Theatre ; Gardens 
and Walks; Oxford Jokes and Sausages; Terr» Filii; The Constitution Club ( 
Nicholas Amhurst ; Commemoration ; Oxf oid in the Futurei 

**The pleasantest and most informing book about Oxford that has ever been 
written. Whilst these volumes will be eagerly perused by the sons of Alma Mater, 
they will be read with scarcely less interest by the general reader." — Pott. 

*^ Those who turn to Mr. Jeaffreson's highly interesting work for solid informa- 
tion or for amusement, will not be disappointed. Bich in research and full of 
antiquarian interest, these volumes abound in keen humour and well-bred wtk 
A s(^olar-like fancy brightens every page. Mr. Jeaffreson is a very model of a 
cicerone ; full of information, full of knowledge. The work well deserves to be 
read, and merits a permanent niche in the library." — 17»e Cfraphic 

** These Interesting volumes should be read not only by Oxonians, but by aU 
students of English history."— /oAn Bull. 

A BOOK ABOUT THE CLERGY. By J. C. 

Jeaffreson, B.A., Oxon, author of " A Book about Lawyers," " A 
Book about Doctors," &c. Second Edition. 2 vols 8vo. SOs. 

" This is a book of sterling excellence, in which all — ^laity as well as clergy — will 
find entertainment and instruction : a book to be bought and placed permanently 
in our libraries. It'is written in a terse and lively style throughout, it is eminently 
fair and candid, and is full of interesting information on almost every topic that 
serves to illustrate the history of the English clergy" — THmes. 

SPIRITUAL WIVES. By W. Hepworth Dixon. 

Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. With Portrait of the Author. SOs. 

"Mr. Dixon has treated his subject in a philosophical spirit, and in his usual 
graphic manner. There is, to our thinking, more pernicious doctrine in one chap- 
ter of some of the sensational novels which find iulmirers in drawing-rooms and 
eulogists in the press than in the whole of Mr. Dixon's interesting worlLr^-ExcanMntr. 

THE CITIES OF THE NATIONS FELL. By 

the Rev. John CuMMiNa, D.D., Author of " The Seventh Vial," &o. 
Second Edition. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 68. 

CoKTBNTS:— Babylon— Egypt— Nmeveh— Tyre and Sidon— Bashan— Jerusalem^ 
Bome— The Seven Cities of Asia— Constantinople — Metz, Sedan, and Strasbuig— 
Vienna— Munich— Madrid— Paris— Chicago— The City that never Falls— The City 
that comes down from Heaven— There shall be no more Tears— Elements of 
National Prosperity. 

*^Dr. Cumming's book will be read by many with advantag&" — Orapkie. 

"The work before us contains much historical information of interest and vahie. 
We muBt applaud here, as we applauded in his treatise on The Seventh Vial, the 
skill and diligence of the author in the vast and careful selection of facts, both phy- 
sical and moral, the Interest of each when taken singly, and the striking picture of 
the whole when presented collectively to the view."— iZeoordL 



18, Great MARLBOBonoH Stbbbi. 

MESSRS. HURST AND BLACKETT'S 
NEW Vf ORKS— Continued. 



SPORT AT HOME AND ABROAD. By Loed 

William Pitt Ijsnmox. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 2 Is. 

A HUNTER'S ADVENTURES IN THE GREAT 

WEST. By Pakkbe Gillmorb ("Ubique"). 1 voL 8vo, with 
Illustrations. 15s. 
** A good volume of sports and spirited adventure. We have thoroughly enjoyed 
Mr. Ghillmore's work. It would be difficult to speak in too high terms of his pluck, 
enterprise and energy " — Pall Mall Oazette. 

A CRUISE IN GREEK WATERS ; with a Hunting 

Excursion in Tunis. By Gapt. Townshend, 2nd Life Guards. 

1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 
** Capt Townshend writes about the foreign lands he has visited with good hi>- 
monr and intelligence. His pictures of life in Algiers are vivid and truthful, and 
his narrative of boar-hunting in Tunis is especially worthy of notice." — Aihenmum, 

TRAVELS OF A NATURALIST IN JAPAN 

AND MANCHURIA. By Arthur Adams, F.L.S., Staff-Surgeon 
R.N. 1 vol. 8vo, with Illustrations. 

** An amusing volume. Mr Adams has acquired a body of interesting Informix 
Hon, which he has set forth in a lively and agreeable style. The book will be a 
favourite with naturalists, and is calculated to interest others as well'' — Daily Nexo^ 

THE SEVENTH VIAL; or, THE TIME OF 

TROUBLE BEGUN, as shown in THE GREAT WAR, THE 
DETHRONEMENT OF THE POPE, and other Collateral Events. 
By the Rev. John Cummino, D.D., &c. Thiid Edition. 1 voL Cs. 

** Dr. Gumming is the popular exponent of a school of prophetic interpretatioi\ 
and on this score hAs established a claim to attention. His book furnishes an 
instructive collection of the many strange portents of our day. Dr. Gumming takes 
his facts very fairly. He has a case, and tiie gravity of the subject must command 
the attention of readers." — Time*. 

** A deeply interesting work. We commend it to all who wish for able and honeel 
assistance in understanding the signs of the timea" — Record. 

WILD LIFE AMONG THE KOORDS. By 

Major F. Millingbn, F.R.G.S. 8vo, with Illustrations. 

MY HOLIDAY IN AUSTRIA. By Lizzie Selina 

Eden. 1 vol. post 8vo, with Illustrations. 

MEMOIRS OF QUEEN HORTENSE, MOTHER 

OF NAPOLEON HI. Cheaper Edition, in 1 voL Gs. 

** A biography of the beautiful and unhappy Queen, more satisfactory than any we 
have yet met with." — DaUy Neat. 

THE LAD YE SHAKERLEY ; being the Record of 

the Life of a Good and Noble Woman. A Cheshire Story. By 
ONE of the HOUSE of EGERTON. Second Edition. 1 vol. 68. 

** This charming novelette pleasantly reminds one of the well-known series of 
stories by the author of ' Mary PowelL' The characters bear the same impress of 
truthfulness, and the reader is made to feel equally at home among scenes sketched 
with a ready hand. The author writes gracefully, and has the faculty of placing 
before others the pictures her own imagination has called up."— PoU Mall GatetU. 



THE NEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



0MB R A. By Mrs. Oliphant. Author of "Chronicles 

of Oarlingf ord," " Salem Chapel," Ac. 3 vols. 

HOPE DEFERRED. By Eliza F. Pollard. 3 v. 

** We direct attention to this book as a time and beautiful delineation of a woman's 
heart at war with circumstanoeB and fate. The style is clear and pleasant, and it 
has an unaffected earnestness— one of the rarest graces of flctioi:." — Spectator. 

A GOLDEN SORROW. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

3 vols. 

ASTON-ROYAL. By the Author of "StOlave's." 3 v. 

'* A book that Is delightful to read."— Post. " ' Aston-Boyal ' abounds with 

beauties, much clever writing, and that thorough insight into human nature which 

made ' St Olave's ' so universally and deservedly popular." — Messenger. " This 

novel is clever, original in its plot, striking ' in its characters, vivid in its descrip- 
tions, eloquent tn its style, and pure in its design." — Engliah IndependenL 

GOLDEN KEYS. 3 vols. 

** The power and talent evinced by the author adniit of no question." — Mex»enger. 
** * Gk>lden Keys' is the work of a very clever writer and an original thinker. 
Some of his portraits are first rate."— /oA» BiM. 

THE QUEEN OF THE REGIMENT. By Katha- 

RiNB King. 3 vols. 

** A charming, fresh, cheery novel Its merits are rare and welcome. The glee- 
fulness, the ease, the heartiness of the Author's style cannot fail to please. Her hero- 
ine is a captivating girl" — Spectator. " In spite of little defects, ' The Queen of the 

Regiment ' may be pronounced a successful and attractive novel It is amusing, 
and, to some extent, original ; the style is simple and uuaffected, and the tone is 
healthy throughout." — Athenmum, "A brilliant novel The heroine is a charm- 
ing creature. With the exception of ' Fair to See,' we have not seen any modem 
novel which shows such intimate acquaintance with, as well as keen observation 
of, English military life as the book before us." — United Service Gazette. 

LIL. By Jean Middlemass. 3 vols. {In May.) 
A BRIDGE OF GLASS. By F. W. Robinson, 

Author of " Grandmother's Money," &c. 3 vols. 

"Mr. Robinson's story possesses the first qualification of a good novel, a well- 
sustained and interesting plot" — Athenceum. 

BRUNA'S REVENGE. By the Author of "Caste," 

&c, 3 vols. 

** Viewed simply as love stories, fresh, pure, and pathetic, these volumns deserve 

praise." — Athmseftm. " ' Bruna's Revenge ' is all fire, animation, life and reiJity. 

The whole story fascinates the reader's attention." — Standard. 

Wn^FRID CUMBERMEDE. By George Mac 

Donald, LL.D., Author of " Robert Falconer," &c. 3 vols. 

**' Wilfrid Cumbermede' is extremely original, clever, and interesting. Besides 
the faculty of drawing character, Mr. Mac Donald has a wonderful gift of woid 
painting." — Athenaum. 

' ** The characters in this story are brightly, vividly, and truthfully drawn ; the d»> 
scriptions of scenery are full of beauty, skill, and power, and the passion of love Is 
painted with that degree of purity and exquisite tenderness of which the author 
Is so consummate a ma.BteT.^-~Standard. 
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THE XEW AND POPULAR NOVELS, 

PUBLISHED BY HURST & BLACKETT. 



A WOMAN IN SPITE OF HERSELF. By J. 

0. Jeaffreson, Author of " Live it Down," &o. 3 vols. 

** Mr. Je'iffreRon's powerfnlly written and exciting tale posBessea several claims to 

public attention We read this novel throagh without a pause." — Athenteum. 

** A delightful and exciting story. The interest tntensifles with every page, 

until it becomes quite absorbing." — Morning Post. " Avery interesting story, with 

a thoroughly original plot The book abounds with variety and careful character- 
drawing."— Qraphic 

HANNAH. By the Author of «.Tohn Halifax." 2 V. 

" A powerful and well-written novel The treatment of the subject is artlstiB 
and thoughtful, and the book will, no doubt, be read with interest by all who desi«s 
to be enlightened on one of the great social problems of the day.** — Morning Pott 

'* A powerful novel of social and domestic life. One of the most successful efforts 
of a successful novelist" — Daily Ne%M. 

•* A very pleasant healthy btory, well and artistically told. The book is sure of 
a wide circle of readers. The character of Hannah is one of rare beauty." — Standard. 

A FIRST APPEARANCE. By Mrs. Evans Belu 

3 vols. 

"The story is gracefully told, and will be read with pleasure." — Athenattm. 
" A very lively, readable, clever book. The theatrical scenes are amusing and 
well to\±"— Echo. 

MINE OWN FAMILIAR FRIEND. By the Hon. 

Mrs. Alfred Montgomery. 3 vols. 

** Mrs. Montgomery has broken new ground Her novel belongs to none of the 
schools. There is great force in the character of Adelaide Snowden, and many 
touches of true artistic discrimination adorn it" — Spectator. 

THE SYLVESTRES. By M. Betham-Edwards, 

Author of " Kitty," " Doctor Jacob," &c. 3 vols. 

** A novel which possesses many real claims to consideration by virtue of Its 
fresh and powerful style.'* — AtfienceunL 

SQUIRE ARDEN. By Mrs. Oliphant, author of 

" Chronicles of Carlingford," " Salem Chapel," &c 3 vols. 

** Mrs. Oliphant has a place of her own among the best novelists of the day. 
She keeps up the reader's interest from the first page to the last *■ Squire Arden ' 
is very clever." — Examiner. 

MAGGIE'S SECRET. By Mary Charlotte 

Phillpotts. 2 vols. 
"A book which every one should read. The tone is so pure, the tale so natural, 
and the Interest so enthralling, that one cannot lay it aside." — John Bull. 

ARTISTE. By Maria M. Grant. 3 vols. 

** A work which, as regards the story, the descriptions of character, and the num- 
ber of original thoughts it contains, is far above the average run of novela*' — 
Pall Mall Oaxette, 

MY LITTLE LADY. 3 vols. 

**Therei8 agreatdeal of fascination about this book.** — THmet. 

JAMES GORDON'S WIFE. 3 vols. 

" This novel is conceived and executed in the purest spirit The lUuBtratlonB of 
society are deverly and spiritedly done." — Pott. 
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Published anrnuillyi in One Vol, royal Svo^ with the Amu heautiJvUif 
engraved^ handsomely bound, with gilt edges, price 31s. 6dL 

LODGERS PEERAGE 

AND BARONETAGE, 

CORRECTED BY THE NOBILITY. 

THE fOBTY-FIBS T EDITIOH FOB 1 872 IS HOW BEADY. 

LoDGE'8 Peerage and Babonetaob is acknowledged to be the most 
oomplete, as well as the most elegant, work of the kind. As an est&- 
hlished and authentic authority on all questions respecting the family 
histories, honours, and connections of the titled aristocracy, no work has 
ever stood so high. It is published under the especial patronage of Her 
Majesty, and is annually corrected throughout, from the personal com- 
munications of the Nobility. It is the only work of its class in which, tAc 
type being kept constantly standing, every correction is made in its proper 
place to the date of publication, an advantage which gives it supremacy 
oyer all its competitors. Independently of its full and authentic informa- 
tion respecting the existing Peers and Baronets of the realm, the most 
sedulous attention is given in its pages to the collateral branches of the 
various noble families, and the names of many thousand individuals ave 
introduced, which do not appear in other records of the titled classes. For 
its authority, con-ectnens, and facility of arrangement, and the beauty of 
its typography and binding, the work is justly entitled to the place it 
occupies on the tables of Her Majesty and the NobiUty. 



LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CONTENTS. 



Historical View of the Peerage. 

Parliamentary Boll of the House of Lord& 

English, Scotch, and Irish Peers, in their 
orders of Precedence. 

Alphabetical List of Peers of Great Britain 
and the United Kingdom, holding supe- 
rior rank in the Scotch or Irish Peerage. 

Alphabetical list of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
holding superior titles in the Peerage of 
Great Britain and the United Kingdom. 

A Collective list of Peers, in their order of 
Precedence. 

Table of Precedency among Men. 

Table of Precedency among Women. 

The Queen and the Boyal Family. 

Peers of the Blood Boyal 

The Peerage, alphabetically arranged. 

Families of such Exthict Peers as have left 
Widows or Issue. 

Alphabetical List of the Somames of all the 
Peera 



The Archbishops and Bishops of FnglarA 
Ireland, and the Colonies. 

The Baronetage alphabetically arranged. 

Alphabetical List of Surnames assumed by 
members of Noble Familiea 

Alphabetical List of the Second Titles of 
Peers, usually borne by their Eldest 
Sons. 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Dukes, Marquises, and Earls, who, hav- 
ing married Commoners, retain the title 
of Lady before their own Christian and 
their Husband's Sumamea 

Alphabetical Index to the Daughters of 
Viscounts and Barons, who, having 
married Commoners, are styled Honoov* 
able Mrs. ; and, in case of the husband 
being a Baronet or Knight, Honourable 
Lady. 

Mottoes alphabetically arranged and trano- 
lated. 



**Awork which corrects all errors of former worka It is a most useful pnblicaCknk 
We are happy to bear testimony to the fact that scrupulous accuracy is a distinguialfc' 
tng feature of this book.*'— TYmet. 

** Lodge's Peerage must supersede all other works of the kbid, for two reasons: flrst, It 
to on a better plan ; and secondly, it is better executed. We can safely pronounce it to be 
the readiest, the most useful, and exactest of modem works on the subject "^-.STpecMor. 

**A work of great valua It is the most faithful record we possess of the ariato. 
cracy of the day.''— Post 

** The best existing, and, we believe, the best possible Peerage. It is the standard 
aothority on the subject"— ^S^onetordL 



HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

OF CHEAP EDITIONS OP 

POPULAR MODERN WORKS, 

ILLUSTRATED BY MILLAIS, HOLM AN HUNT, LEECH, BIRKET FOSTER, 
JOHN GILBERT, TENNIEL, SANDYS, E. HUGHES, &C. 

Each in a Single Volume, elegantly printed, bonnd, and illustrated, price Ofc 



I.— SAM SLICK'S NATURE AND HITMAN NATTTRK 

**The first volume of Messrs. Hurst and Blackett's Standard Library of Cheap Editions 
forms a very good beginning to what will doubtless be a very successful uudertakin^^ 
* Nature and Human Nature * is one of the best of Sam Slick's witty and humorous 
productions, and is well entitled to the large circulation which it cannot fail to obtain 
in its present convenient and cheap shape. The volume coml>ines witb the great recom- 
mendations of a clear, bold type, and good paper, the lesser but attractive merits of 
being well illustrated and elegantly bound.*' — Pott. 

n.-JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN. 

**ThiB Is a very good and a very interesting work. It is designed to trace the career 
from boyhood to age of a perfect man — a Christian gentleman; and it abounds in inci- 
dent both well and highly wrought Throughout it is conceived in a high spirit, and 
written with great ability. This cheap and handsome new edition is worthy to pass 
/reely from hand to hand as a gift book in many households." — Examiner. 

**The new and cheaper edition of this interesting work will doubtless meet with great 
Bocoesa John Halifax, the hero of this most beautiful story, is no ordinary hero, and 
this his history is no ordinary book. It is a full-length portrait of a true gentleman, one 
of nature's own nobility. It is ulso the history of a home, and a thoroughly English 
on& The work abounds in incident, and is full of graphic power and true patho& It 
is a book that few will read without becoming wiser and better." — Scotsman. 

III.— THE CRESCENT AND THE CEOSS. 

BY ELIOT WARBURTON. 

** Independent of its value as an original narrative, and its useful and Interesting 
Information, this work is remarkable for the colouring power and play of fancy with 
which its descriptions are enlivened. Among ite greatest and must lasting charms is 
tts reverent and serious spirit" — (Quarterly Review. 

IV.— NATHALIE. By JULIA KAVANAGH. 

** * Nathalie' is Miss Eavanagh's best imaginative effort Ite manner is gracious and 
attractive. Ite matter is good. A sentiment, a tenderness, are commanded by her 
which are as individual as they are elegant" — Athenmum. 

v.— A WOMAN'S THOUGHTS ABOUT WOMEN. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.** 

** A book of sound counsel. It is one of the most sensible works of its kind, well- 
written, true-bearted, and altogether practical Whoever wishes to give advice to a 
yoong lady may thank the author for means of doing so." — Examiner. 

YI.— ADAM GBAEME. By MBS. OLIPHANT. 

** A Story awakening genuine emotions of interest and delight by its admirable pio- 
tares of Scottish life and scenery. The author sete before us the essential attributes of 
Christian virtue, their deep and silent workings in the heart and their beautiful mani- 
festations in life, with a delicacy, power, and truth which can hardly be surpassed.'-Poil 

Vn— SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS AND MODEBN 

INSTANCES. 

" The reputation of this book will stand as long as that of Scott's or Bnlwer's Novela 
Its remarkable originality and happy descriptions of American life still continue the 
sub jectof universal admiration. The new edition forms a part of Messrs. Hurst and 
Blackett's Cheap Stendard Library, which has included some Qt he very best specimens 
of light literature that ever have been written."— i/eticnj^. 
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HURST & BLACKEXrS STANDARD LIBRARY 

(continued.) 

Vm.— CABDINAL WISEMAN'S KEGOLLECTIONS OF 

THE LAST FOTJE POPES. 

** A picturesque book on Borne and its ecclesiastical sovereigns, by an eloquent Boman 
Catholic. Cardinal Wiseman has treated a special subject with so much geniality, that 
his recollections will excite no ill-feeling in those who are most conscientiously opposed 
to every idea of human infallibility represented in Papal dominatioa" — Athenxvm. 

IX.— A LIFE FOR A LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** In * A Life for a Life ' the author is fortunate in a good subject, and has produced a 
work of strong effect" — Athenseum. 

X.— THE OLD COURT SUBURB. By LEIGH HUNT. 

** A delightful book, that will be welcome to all readers, and most welcome to those 
who have a love for the best kinds of reading." — Examiner. 

** A more agreeable and entertaining book has not been published since Boswell pro- 
duced his reminiscences of Johnson.** — Observer. 

XI.— MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS. 

** We recommend all who are in search of a fascinating novel to read this work for 
themiselves. They will find It well worth their while. There are a freshness and ori- 
ginality about it quite charming " — Athenaeum. 

Xn.— THE OLD JUDGE. By SAM SLICK 

** The publications included in this Library have all been of good quality ; many give 
Information while they entertain, and of that class the book before us is a specimen. 
The manner in which the Cheap Editions forming the series is produced, deserves 
especial mention. The paper and print are unexceptionable ; there is a steel engraving 
in each volume, and the outsides of them will satisfy the purchaser who likes to see 
books in handsome uniform." — Examiner, 

XIII.— DARIEN. By ELIOT WARBURTON. 

"This last production of the author of *The Crescent and the Cross ' has fhe saine 
dements of a very wide popularity. It will please its thousands.'*— G^^ofte. 

XIY.— FAMILY ROMANCE ; OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS 

OF THE ARISTOCRACY. 

BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, ULSTER KING OF ARMS. 

** It were impossible to praise too highly this most interesting book It ought to be 
found on every drawing-room table." — StandarcL 

XV.— THE LAIRD OF NORLAW. By MRS. OLIPHANT. 

" The * Laird of Norlaw ' fully sustains the author's high reputation." — Sunday Tmet. 

XVI.— THE ENGLISHWOMAN IN ITALY. 

^ We can praise Mrs. Gretton's book as interesting, unexaggerated, and full of oppor- 
tune instruction.'' — Times. 

XVII.— NOTHING NEW. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

*' * Nothing New ' displays all those superior merits which have made * John Halifax ' 
one of the most popular works of the day." — Pott. 

XVm.— FREERS LIFE OF JEANNE FALBRET. 

"Nothing can be more interesting than Miss Freer's story of the life of Jeanne 
D'Albret, and the narrative is as trustworthy as it is uttractiva" — Pott. 

XIX.— THE VALLEY OF A HUNDRED FIRES. 

Br THE AUTHOR OF "MARGARET AND HER BRIDESMAIDS." 

" If asked to classify this work, w e should give it a place between ' John Halifax * and 
♦ The Caxtons.' "StandarcL 
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HURST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(continued.; 

XX.— THE BOMAHGE OF THE FOEUIL 

BY PETER BCRKE, SERGEANT AT LAW. 
**Aworicof Biiigiilar interest ^rtiicli can neTerf^l to cluurm. ThepreeeDtdiaapaBd 
•l^ant edition inchidCT the true stoiy of the Ck>Ue6D Bawn.**— 72l«ii(ratefll JTmc 

XXL— ABELE. By JXJLIA SAVANA6K 

***Adele*iBthebestwoiicweh»Teread by Hias KuTanagfa ; it is a chanotdng slofy, 
full of deHote chsncter-peintixig." — Athauemm, 

XXn.— STUDIES FBOM LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 
** These ' Stodies fnnn life * are remarkable for graphic power and observation. Tbo 
book will not dhniniwh the repatation of the accomplished aathor.**— iSataniav JBevMW. 

XXin.— GRANBMOTHEE'S MONEY. 

** We commend ^Grandmotfier's Money ' to readers in search of a good novel The 
dunMStera are tme to hmnan nature, the stwy is interesting.** — Atkausmm, 

XXIV.— A BOOK ABOUT BOGTOBS. 

BY J. C. JEAFFRESON. 
** A deli^tfal book.**— ^Ctoumm. ^ A book to be read and re-read ; fit for the stody 
as well as the drawing-room table and the eircolating library.** — LamoeL 

XXV.— NO CHUBCH. 

** We advise all who have the opportonity to read this hook."— Athaumm. 

XXVI.— MISTBESS AND MAID. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A good wholesome book, graoefolly written, and as pleasant to road as it la instrao- 
tivei** — Athenaeum, *■* A charming tale charmingly told." — StaitdhMrd. 

XXVn.— LOST AND SAVED. By HON. MBS. NOBTON. 

** * Lost and Saved * will be read vnth eager interest It is a vigoroas novel" — Timtk 
** A novel of rare excellence; It is Mrs. Norton's best prose work.*' — Hxamiiter. 

XXVin.— LES MISEBABLES. By VICTOB HUGO. 

AUTfHORISED COPYRIGHT ENGLISH TRANSLATION. 

**The merits of * Les Miserables * do not merely consist in the conception of it as a 
whole ; it abounds, page after page, with details of unequalled beauty. In dealing with 
all the emotions, doubts, fears, which go to make up our common humanity^ M. Victor 
Hugo has stamped upon every page the hall-mark of genius." — Quarterlp Reciete. 

XXIX.— BABBABA'S HISTOBY. 

BY AMELIA. B. EDWARDS. 
** It i not often that we light upon a novel of so much merit and interest as * Barbara's 
History.* It is a work conspicuous for taste and literary culture. It is a very graceful 
and charming book, with a well-managed story, clearly-cut characters, and sentimente 
expressed with an exquisite elocution. It is a l>ook which the world will lika This is 
high praise 3f a work of art, and so we intend it." — Tima. 

XXX.— LIFE OF THE BEV. EDWABD IBVING. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 

** A good boo^ on a most interesting themei" — Times. 

** A truly interesting and most affecting memoir. Irving's Life ought to have a niche 
in every gallery of religious biography. There are few lives that will be fuller of in- 
struction, interest, and consolation." — Saturday Review. 

''Mrs. Oliphant's Life of Irving supplies a long-felt desideratiun. It is copious 
earnest and eloquent" — Edinburgh Remeio. 

16 



HUEST & BLACKETT'S STANDARD LIBRARY 

(continued.) 

XXXI.— ST. OLAVE'S. 

** This cbaTming noyel is the work of one whopoesesses a great talent for writing, as 
well as experience and knowledge of the world. ' St Olave's ' is the work of an artist 
The whole book is worth reading/' — Athenaum. 

XXXII.— SAM SLICK'S AMEEICAN HTJMOTJE. 

** Dip where yon will into the lottery of fan, yon are sore to draw out a prize." — Po$L 

XXXIII.— CHRISTIAN'S MISTAKE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A more charming story, to oor taste, has rarely been written. The writer has hit 
off a circle of Tttried characters all true to natorei Even if tried by the standard of 
the Archbishop of York, we should expect that even he would pronounce * Christian's 
Mistake' a novel without a fault" — 7^iM& 

XXXIV.— ALEC FOBBES OF HOWGLEN. 

BY GEORGE MAO DONALD, LL.D. 

**No aoconnt of this story would give any idea of the profoimd interest that pervades 
the waA from the first page to the last" — Athenaum. 

XXXV.— AGNES. By ME& OLIPHANT. 

** * Agnes ' is a novel superior to any of Mrs. Oliphanf s former works." — Athmmtm. 
** A story whose jMithetic beauty will appeal irresistibly to all readera" — PotL 

XXXVI.— A NOBLE LIFE. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN.** 

**This is one of those pleasant tales in which the author of * John Halifax * speaks 
oat of a generous heart the purest truths of life." — Examiner. 

XXXVII.— NEW AMERICA. By HEPWOETH DIXON. 

** A very interesting book. Mr. Dixon has written thoughtfully and well" — Tima. 
Mr. Dixon's very entertaining and instructive work on New America.'* — PaU MM Oat. 
**We recommend every one who feels any interest in human nature to read Mr. 
Dixon's very interesting book." — Saturday Review. 

XXXVIII.— ROBERT FALCONER. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

** * Robert Falconer ' is a work brimful of life and humour and of the deepest human 
taiterest It is a book to be returned to again and agabi for the deep and searching 
knowledge it evinces of human thoughts and feeling&" — Athenaeum. 

XXXIX.— THE WOMAN S KENGDOM 

BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** * The Woman's Kingdom * sustains the author's reputation as a writer of the 
parest and noblest kind of domestic stories. — Athenaum. 

XL.— ANNALS OF AN EVENTFUL LIFE. 

BY GEORGE WEBBE DASENT, D.C.L. 
"A racy, well-written, and original novel The interest never flaga The whole 
work sparkles with wit and humour." — Qudrterly Review. 

XLL— DAVID ELGINBROD. 

BY GEORGE MAC DONALD, LL.D. 

** A novel which is the work of a man of true genius. It will attract the highest 
elasa of readers." — Times. 

XLn.— A BRAVE LADY. 

BY THE AUTHOR OF " JOHN HALIFAX, GENTLEMAN." 

** A very good novel; a thoughtful^ well-written book, showing a tender sympathy 
with human nature, and permeated by a pure and noble spirit"— ^SxamtrMr. 



